







HOW DANGEROUS 
IS TEEN-AGE LOVE? 
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Making Outfit 


ee ee 


Add to Your 
Profits with 
Tailored Suits 
for Ladies! 


You can add many 
dollars to your earn- 
ings by taking orders 
for our _beautifully- 
Styled, fine quality 
made-to-measure suits 
and skirts for women. 
Many husbands 
suits to men, 
wives sell suits 
skirts to women... 
and the profits roll in! 
You can too! Outfit 
contains styles, prices, 
and simple instruc- 
tions. 









you 


YOUR OWN 
SUITS 
WITHOUT 1¢ COST! 


Our plan makes it easy for you to 
get your own personal suits, top- 


this 


Mer! Send tor This Money- 


fabrics and everything else you need to start. 


FREE! 


See How Easy 
It Is to Make 


2S QQ 
IN A DAY! 


Do you want to make more 
money in full or spare time... 
as much as $30.00 in a day? Then 
mail the coupon below for this BIG OUTFIT, sent you 
| FREE, containing more than 100 fine quality fabrics, 
| sensational values in made-to-measure suits, topcoats, 
| and overcoats. Take orders from friends, neighbors, 
| fellow-workers. Every man prefers better-fitting, bet- 
| ter-looking made-to-measure clothes, and when you 
| show the many beautiful, high quality fabrics—men- 
| tion the low prices for made-to-measure fit and style 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 





—and show our guarantee of satisfaction, you take 
orders right and left. You collect a big cash profit in 
advance on every order, and build up fine permanent 
income for yourself in spare or full time. 


No Experience Needed 


| It’s amazingly easy to take measures, and you don’t 
need any experience to take orders. Everything is 
simply explained for you to cash in on this wonderful 


opportunity. Just mail this coupon now and we’ll send 


this big, valuable outfit filled with more than 100 fine 
You'll say 
is the greatest way to make money you ever saw. Rush 


the coupon today! 


PROGRESS TAILORING CO., Dept. U-364 


500 S. Throop St., Chicago 7, Illinois 





coats, and overcoats without pay- 
ing 1c—in addition to your big cash 
earnings. Think of it! Not only do 
we Start you on the road to making 
big money, but we also make it 
easy for you to get your own 
clothes without paying one penny. 
No wonder thousands of men write 
enthusiastic letters of thanks. 


Just Mail Coupon 


You don’t invest a penny of your money 
now or any time. You don’t pay money 
for samples, for outfits, or for your own 
Suit under our remarkable plan. So do 
as other men have done—mail the cou- 
pon now. Don’t send a penny. Just send 
us the coupon. 















PROGRESS TAILORING CO., Dept. U-364 
500 S. Throop St., Chicago 7, Ill. 
Dear Sir: 

I WANT MONEY AND I WANT A SUIT TO WEAR 
AND SHOW, without paying 1c for it. Rush Valuable 
Suit Coupon and Sample Kit with actual fabrics ABSO- 
LUTELY FREE. 
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he Once Had [HIN LEGS! 


Now Has Fuller Calves, Shapely Thighs, Hips and Ankles 
— Miss M. G., Brevard, N. C. 


THE most encouraging news for women with thin, under-developed legs has just been 
revealed by Henry Milchstin, Ph.T. If your thin legs are due to normal causes and 

haven't any disease or pathological condition, you should try to attain the strong 
alluring shapely legs you've always wanted. This well-known physiotherapist, who was 
President of the Metropolitan School of Physiotherapy and is a member of the New 
York State Society of Physiotherapists, has an enviable record of helping lovely stage 
and screen actresses as well as women like yourself to mold beautiful legs. Buse a 
period of 32 years, he has used an amazingly natural method which is unsurpassed by 
anything we have ever seen. 


ORDINARY METHODS FOUND TO HELP LITTLE IN FILLING OUT THIN LEGS 


Many women engaged in improper strenuous exercises and calisthenics used up a lot of 
time and energy but it did next to nothing for rounding out skinny legs. 


Other women actually tried weight gaining diets to improve skinny legs. The legs 








generally gain far less, if anything, in proportion than the rest of the body. Also, 
adding flabby fat to the legs does not necessarily result in the seductive, shapely curves 
which men admire and which look so appealing in anything you wear. 





y IN MANY CASES DOCTORS ADVISE 
, USE OF THIS TECHNIQUE 
WHICH LEG PROBLEMS This Progressive Scientific Method for develop- 
ARE YOURS? ing skinny legs is based on the knowledge and 


experience of the medical profession, physio- 
therapists and famous body building experts 
throughout the world. 


The wonderful, scientific method is intended 
to stimulate the tissues and muscle structure of 
the legs and encourage their development to 
normally rounded natural contours. When 
blood circulation is properly stimulated to the 
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} - —— it helps ea bog per anes, 
it also tends to tone the skin with a vibrant H " 
re glow. When each section of the leg has its skinny legs are de 
gouges normal shape, the hips possess seductive, veloped, you are 
‘. eminine curves which men admire, the thighs ¥ 
en are superbly rounded, knees are daintily shaped self-conscious and 
ou without knobby, bony appearance, the calves 
fill out with soft curves, and even the ankles the boys never 
cS, are pretty and appealing. Remember, the muscu- . d 
ts, lar structure of a woman's leg is basically dif- g!v@ you @ secon 
rs. ferent from a man’s. So that when your legs | 
t ’ develop, you only add graceful feminine curves. gtance. 
ou “ALL-AROUND GLAMOUR LEGS"’ HELP 
n- : WOMEN IN EVERYTHING THEY DO 
le — Most figure eupests agree that poor legs spoil 
ke an otherwise shapely figure . . . while nicely 
in rounded limbs add an appearance of over-all 
t beauty to even the poor and average figure. Because the legs are the one part of the 
n body-which always shows, glamorous legs help you look better in any clothes you wear > 
— dresses, skirts, sports and play clothes, bathing suits, etc. They make you a more 
desirable dance partner and help you do the latest steps more ae geo ell-formed Look at the 
help you in all sports; they enable you to swim, skate, bowl, play tennis, etc., 
with more ease and better form. They help you walk and stand with ease, with the shapely curves of 
posture which always wins admiration. h \ Sh 
now. 
n’t They give you more energy for work and play, help lessen fatigue, especially when _—— . ” 
is your job or housework keeps you on vour feet. couldn‘t believe 
‘ul 
a SEE HOW THIS TECHNIQUE HELPED WRITTEN ASOUT IN LEADING the difference 
- JUST A FEW OF THE MANY OTHERS! HEALTH MAGAZINE herself. 
ay cue HEALTH CULTURE asked this authority 
h on legs to write a series of articles on the 
s fundamentals of this method. This maga- 
me, 2 zine rightly believed that their readers 
ine - should know about this wonderful tech- 


nique. Many other leading magazines and “How To Add , 
newspapers have written about the price- AlluringCurves © 
less advantages of correct leg development. SeGanest Veer 
TESTED AND PROVEN METHODS ge eta 
REQUIRE ONLY 15 PLEASANT eg Problems 
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| MINUTES A DAY! Book —also 
| i : packed with actual before and after 
This amazing method has been used by beau- hotos of women who obtained re- 
| tiful stage and screen stars, professional models P ‘ 
R and women in every walk of life. Thousands markable results! ss 
rs | have gladly paid high fees for rsonal instruc: ;--- —Limited Time FREE OFFER !-———-— 
tion here in New Yor ity. Now this famous 
)- ie ~ cupest mehes it possible ber any woman to try | Modern Methods, Dept. Si — 310 
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right in the comfort and privacy of her own Y- av < thas 
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a LEGS LOOK BETTER AND You get the complete, easy, step-by-step illus- (Se 
DON trated SCIENTIFIC. LEG DEVELOPMENT weet a a a 
| ‘T GET TIRED AS QUICKLY = TECHNIQUE with simple instructions for un- | ! 
| 
I “Modern Methods has done wonders <dcrdeveloped hips, thighs, knees, calves, | Name 
ter ee. & enches up teas — es; gaining stronger legs; improving skin | 
° look better ¢ and circulation in legs; normal causes of Addre 
and not get tired as quickly as they did skinny legs; plus measurement chart for each | ot I 
a before.” section of leg according to height and weight; 1 cits Ses State | 
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Use your good 
common sense! 


Think! Think how you had to struggle, 
struggle, struggle with that miserable 
belt-pin-pad contraption last month and 
last year and all the times before that! 
Think how uncomfortable it was! Does 
it make sense to go on and on when 
millions of Tampax users say they almost 
forget about time of the month? 

Tampax® internal sanitary protection 
makes things so much simpler for you. 
Since Tampax is worn internally, odor 
can’t form. What's more, nothing can 
show. You can shower or bathe. Tampax 
won't absorb any water. There are no 
disposal problems with Tampax. No 
afrying problems either. A supply of 
Tampax can be slipped into your very 
smallest handbag. 


It makes sense to use the easy way— 
the Tampax way. Choose from three ab- 
orbencies (Regular, Super, Junior) 
wherever drug products are sold. Tampax 
Incorporated, Palmer, Mass. 






Invented by a doctor— 
now used by millions of women 
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EDITOR 


The Light 


| liked the story “I Lived In Another World” 
in the October TAN most of all. Not that I am 
adrunk. As a matter of fact, I don’t drink or 
smoke at all. But the story helped to make 
lonely guys like me at times realize there are 
more people in the world with more difficult 
problems. So again, Mr. Editor, thanks for 

such enlightening stories. 
Richard Parker 


Denver, Colo. 


Thanks, Pen Pals 


1 thank you very much indeed for helping 
to find Pen Pals in America through your 
magazine. The response to my letter, which you 
published in your September issue, has been 
wonderful and already I have made friend- 
ships which promise to be mutual and lasting. 
Thank you once again. 

H. Bryan 


London, England 





| must extend my full congratulation to TAN 
magazine, as I can now prove that it is one of 
the widest-read magazines in the world. You 
recently inserted my name and address in the 
magazine on the Pen Pal column wanting pen 
pals, and in about two weeks after I received 
some forty letters from all over America, the 
West Indies, and England. It is my uttermost 
regret to state that the magazine cannot be had 
in Antigua where the spirit of Pen Pal is to the 
top of the season, and where I am now. 
Samuel Browne 
Clare Hall Village 
Antigua, B.W.I. 


Something New 


I enjoyed the December issue of TAN maga- 
tine. The stories are getting better and better, 
and I do like the short shorts and the back of 
the book bonus stories. There’s always some- 
thing new to learn and read about in TAN. 

Mary Jefferson 
Atlanta, Ga. 


Against Cheating Husbands 


I think TAN is just wonderful. However, a 
December article, “Is Your Husband Cheating 
On You?” made me sick. I’m sure there are 
many of us wives who have every reason to be 
unfaithful because of our husbands’ lack of 
love and understanding. (I haven't cheated 
nor intend to.) Why doesn’t someone write 
an article in the defense of wives who try in 
every way to make their marriage succeed but 
have husbands who still are unfair? Is there 
any possibility ? I'd love to write on that sub- 
ject! 

P. L. W. 
New York, N. Y. 


EDITOR’S NOTE: TAN welcomes contribu- 
tons from its readers. 








‘lS THERE ANY GIRL in all the world 
with skin as nice as mine?” 


IN ALL THE WORLD, there is no 
beauty secret more important than 
a clear, light, lovely complexion. 
And there is no surer way you can 
win lovely skin than with the help 
of NADINOLA Bleaching Cream. 

Nothing—no nothing—will im- 
prove your complexion in so many 
different ways as NADINOLA. 

Is your skin dark and dull? 
NADINOLA will lighten and brighten 
it. Are you embarrassed by oily 
shine, enlarged pores and black- 
heads? Some creams try to cover 
up these complexion faults. But 
NADINOLA works within the skin to 
help correct them. 


FOR OILY SKIN 
Nadinola Deluxe 
Bleaching Cream is non- 
oily, greaseless. Lightens 
skin and lessens shine— 
75¢ and $1.25 





FOR DRY SKIN 

The original, ever-famous 
Nadinola Bleaching Cream is 
enriched with fine cosmetic oils 
to relieve dryness—75c and $1.25 





Perhaps your complexion has be- 
come sort of tired and old looking. 
NADINOLA will give it new freshness, 
make it look years younger. And 
many women buy NADINOLA just 
for their hands—to fade those ugly, 
freckled brown spots which spoil 
their beauty. 

NADINOLA works so fast that these 
wonderful results are guaranteed 
from just one treatment-size jar! 

So get Naprnora right away at 
your favorite cosmetics counter. 
There are two kinds—one for oily 
skin, one for dry skin—both guar- 
anteed to satisfy you or your money 
back. NADINOLA, Paris, Tennessee. 


NADINOLA 


BLEACHING CREAM 
Just one jar of Nadinola 

will make your complexion 
lighter, brighter and lovelier. 














[ am a lonely senior high school student 
waiting for graduation. I am all out for cor- 
responding with some nice looking girls be- 
tween the ages 16-18. I am 5'7” with tan com- 
plexion and curly hair, and easy to get along 
with. All mail will be promptly answered. 
| am a Negro. It doesn’t make any difference 
what you are as long as you are a girl. Write 
oon. 

Fox Jackson 
1451 South Bouvier St. 
Philadelphia 46, Penna. 


{ have just recently gotten a subscription to 
your wonderful magazine and noticed your Pen 
Pal section. I have just gotten out of the Navy 
and am trying to settle down after a career of 
traveling. Are any girls interested in writing a 
man 31 years old, very light complexioned, 
nterested in sports, 5/10”, 160 Ibs., with a good 
steady job? 

Ed M. Kocher 
Apt. 4, 795 Roble Ave. 
Menlo Park, Calif. 


| would appreciate it very much if you would 
publish my name in your Pen Pal column as 
yne who needs pen pals. I am a soldier sta- 
ioned in Louisiana and hardly get any mail 
from home. I am interested in receiving mail 
from anyone in the U.S.A. between the ages 
18-25. I am 21, 5’9”, 193 Ibs., dark brown com- 
plexion. My hobbies are reading, movies and 


writing. I will answer all letters as they are 
eceived. I also will be glad to exchange 
yhotos. 


Pvt. Drayton Brown, Jr. 
Ra 12439576 

Co. A, 141st Sig. Bn. 
Ist Armored Division 
Fort Polk, La. 


| would like you to publish my name and 
iddress in your Pen Pal column. I am a Ne- 
ro, 24 years of age, with light complexion. 
[ am 5’7”, have black hair and dark brown 
yes and weight 141 Ibs. My hobbies are rear- 
ing pets, reading TAN, Jet and other books, 
going to movies and dancing and collecting 
napshots. I would like to correspond with an 
\merican girl, Negro or white, from any one 
f the States between 25-28. I would gladly 
inswer all letters. I remain an Interested 
eader of your magazines. 
Leslie Gordon Bennett 
137 Waterloo St. 
Georgetown, 
British Guiana 


We are a couple of lonely sailors stationed 
1 Guam and wish to receive letters from girls 
the U. S. and other countries. Race doesn’t 
utter. L. J. Garth: I'm 5’11”, brown com- 
plexion, 170 lbs., 19. My hobbies are reading 
ind modern music. S. Daniels: I’m 5/11”, 
rown complexion, 172 lbs., 20. My hobbies 
e swimming, golf and music. Both addresses: 
Box No. 61, Navy 943 

c/o F.P.O. 


San Francisco, Calif. 


| have written to at least four or five girls 





PEN PALS 


(This page is reserved for all TAN readers who wish to make 


new friends, in the United States and elsewhere. Keep the 
letters coming—the more the merrier!) 


who have wanted young men in the service to 
write to them. At least they say they do until 
the time comes for them to write and then they 
seem to forget all about writing. I hope you 
will admit my letters to the Pen Pal feature. 
I would like very much to write to young ladies 
between 17-27. I am 21, 5/11”, 179 lbs., me- 
dium brown skin, and my hobbies are collect- 
ing jazz records and writing. I promise to an- 
swer all letters and will exchange photographs 
with every one. 

P.F.C. Hugh D. Williams 

1576375—U.S.M.C. 

R.R.S.S.M.C.B. 

Camp Lejeune, N. C. 


| would appreciate very much having my let- 
ter published in the Pen Pal column as soon as 
possible. I would like to correspond with at- 
tractive men between the ages 21-26 of any 
nationality. I am 20, 5’444”, 36-24-38. My hob- 
bies are reading, letter writing, art and music. 
I dig rock ‘n’ roll, dancing and all sports the 
most. [ will gladly exchange photos. 
Geraldine Ethridge 
Route 2, Box 12la 
Hallsville, Texas 


| am from British Guiana and have been in 

England for two years studying nursing. I am 
very lonely and find since I have lots of time 
to correspond with some of my friends back 
home, I could also have some Pen Pals in 
another country and I chose U.S.A. I am of 
brown complexion and am 21. My hobbies are 
dancing, swimming and cinemas. I am 5’6”. 
I promise to answer all letters (preferably from 
Negroes) and would very much like to ex- 
change pictures. Thank you for your kindness. 

Doreen Ross 

St. Mary’s Hospital 

Ethinghill 

Nr. Folkstone 

Kent, England 


| would like very much to have my request 
for Pen Pals published in your TAN magazine. 
J am a patient in a sanitarium and get very 
lonesome. I would like to have men and women 
of all ages write me. I will answer all letters 
and exchange photos. 
(Miss) Aletta M. Banks 
P.O. Box 123 
Alexander, Ark. 


My first copy of TAN pleased me so much 
I am planning to make it my favorite maga- 
zine. I would be very thankful if you would 
add my name in your Pen Pal page. I am a 
Filipino working for the Air Force here in 
Guam. I would like to have friends in any 
part of the world. I am 30, 130 Ibs., 5’4”, hair 
black, eyes brown. My hobbies are dancing, 
sports, outing, shows and reading. 
Benj. A. Kabahit 
P.O. Box #1634, Station #19 
United States Post Office 
Magaysay Village, Guam M. I. 


I am a Christian young lady, a Seventh Day 
Adventist. I’m fairly good looking with a fairly 
good shape, 5/3” tall, 130 Ibs. and 25 years old. 


My complexion is brown and I am a high 
school graduate. I would like to correspond 
with Christian men between 25-34, who are 
honest, sincere and ambitious. I will answer qlj 
letters, regardless of how many. 

Anne Smith 

662 St. Marks Ave 

Brooklyn 16, N. Y, 


| wish to have my name appear in your 
Pen Pal column. I am a lonesome junior jy 
high school, and I am interested in corre. 
sponding with young gentlemen from all over 
the world, regardless of race, but between the 
ages of 17-21. I am 16, 410%”, 108 lbs., dark 
brown eyes, light complexion. I like all types 
of sports, and I enjoy listening to all music, 
| guarantee all letters will be answered faith. 
fully, exchange snapshots with any boy inter. 
ested enough to write. 
Mattie Thompson 
Route 3, Box 303 
Longview, Texas 


| have been a widow for two years. I ama 

student and my interest is in medicine. | 

would like to correspond with Negro gentle. 

men, single and intelligent with nice person 

ality. | am 24, and have medium brown com: 

plexion. I enjoy music of all kinds, books. 

dancing and traveling. Will answer all letters 
promptly. 

Theresa “Terry” Jones 

1919 Madison Ave. 

New York, N. Y. 

c/o H. J. D. 

Nurse Resident 207 


| am a reader of TAN. It impresses me very 

much indeed and I would like to have TAN 

readers for my Pen Pals. I prefer lonely Gls 

hetween the ages 27-45. I am 26, 145 lbs., 5’7”. 

My hobbies are reading, dancing and writing. 

! do not drink or smoke. I will be delighted to 
exchange photos and answer all letters, 

Lena Smith 

2050 N. Camac St. 

Philadelphia 22, Penn. 


The three of us read the TAN magazine a 
lot and think it’s great. We would like to 
correspond with nice young ladies and gentle: 
men abroad between the ages 21-29. We are 
from the Philippines and our names are 
follows: Tluminada A. Bunch (21); Emily 


Johnson (19); Marina Rinz (19), and all | 


reside at: 
1349 Maria Cristina 
Sampaloc, Manila 
Philippines 


We three would like our names to be pub 
lished throughout the U.S. We are searching 
for Pen Pals, girls preferably, between the 
ages 17-23. Our hobbies are swimming, driv- 
ing and dancing. We three are all soldiers o! 
the same address. 

George L. Moodie 
Phillip Bonnick 
Charles Thompsot 
Jamaica Regiment 
Palisadoes Camp 
Kingston 
Jamaica, B.W.L 
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A Forum On 
Marriage Problems 


By Frances Jackson 
EAR MRS. JACKSON: 


Please help me as | have problems 
which, if I don’t talk to someone. | think 
ll be a nervous wreck. | originally came 
from a small town and was reared there 
by my grandparents. When I was 15 
my grandmother died and she had me 
promise her that if my grandfather was 
ever seriously sick I would care for him. 


I told her I would. That was in 1952. 


Now the doctors say my grandfather will 
be blind in a few months, and though 
there are other relatives, I’m expected to 
quit my job and take care of him. My 
next problem is this: the first man | have 
ever loved is a divorcee with four chil- 
dren. He is in service now and will be 
there for the next eleven years, but he 
wants to marry me. My family does not 
approve and says that at 25 I’m too 
young for that big a responsibility. Yet. 
they want me to go and take care of my 
grandfather. How can I say no when 
they ask me to go? I love him so much 
that | would rather not see him die away 
gradually. Please help me. 

H.G.T. 

Dear H. G. T.: 

The decision is one you will 
have to make yourself. I agree 
with your family that a career 
army man with four children 
is not such a good catch. Un- 
doubtedly he is more con- 
cerned with your housekeep- 
ing and nursemaid abilities, 
and acquiring a wife is about 
the cheapest way he can solve 
his problems. Quitting your 
job and leaving to care for your 


grandfather is another matter. 
A death bed promise extracted 
from a 15-year-old child can 
hardly be counted as a lasting 
pledge that has to be fulfilled. 
Talk the matter over with your 
immediate family, and if one 
of them cannot attend the 
grandfather or bring him to 
their home, arrangements 
should be made to place him 
in a home for the aged. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

1 am 30 years old and in the VA Hos- 
pital in Tuskegee, Ala. I have been writ- 
ing to my wife but I haven't heard from 
her in 20 days. Do you think I should 
write her anymore? You see, | have four 
children at home. What should | do? 

Cornelius M. Thompson Sr. 

Dear Mr. Thompson: 

The fact that you have not 
heard from your wife in 20 
days is certainly not sufficient 
cause to give up. As you said, 
you do have four children. If 
you do not hear from her soon, 
ask hospital officials to get in 
touch with her. 
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1. Antiseptic (Protective, germicidal action) 
Norforms are safer and surer than ever! A 
highly perfected new formula releases anti- 
septic and germicidal ingredients right in 
the vaginal tract. The exclusive new base 
melts at body temperature, forming a pow- 
erful protective film that permits long- 
lasting action. Will not harm delicate tissues. 


2. Deodorant (Sure protection from odor) 
Norforms were tested in a hospital clinic 
and found to be more effective than any- 


thing it had ever used. Norforms are deo- 
dorant—they eliminate (rather than cover up) 
embarrassing odors, yet have no “medicine” 
or “‘disinfectant” odor themselves. 


3. Convenient (So easy to use) Norforms 
are small vaginal suppositories, so easy and 
convenient to use. Just insert—no appara- 
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less and they keep in any climate. Your 
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When powerful sexual urges strike youths ye: 


before the law or parents say they can marry, 


experts agree that it is like putting a lit 


stick of dynamite in the hands of a child 


inging star Frankie Lymon 
with songstress Zola Tay- 
lor) says, “Singing about 
ove and stuff probably gives 
girls the wrong idea.” 







































i WAS ONLY a goodnight kiss, but it 

had already lasted fifteen minutes. 
The teen-age Kansas City couple stood in 
the shadows of the porch, moving further 
into the darkness with each flashing 
headlight, clasping their bodies closer 
with every footstep. Finally, Harriet’s 
mother could bear it no longer. She 
jumped forward inside the darkened liv- 
ing room and switched on the porch 
light. The silhouettes crumbled apart. 
Now able to see clearly through the 
lighted doorway, Mrs. Ross stood trem- 
bling in the vestibule as her 16-year-old 
daughter and the 18-year-old tall, hand- 
some lad slowly untwined. Harriet 
straightened her skirt and sweater and 
turned to come inside as Harold, her 
date, backed down the steps as if in a 
daze. Mrs. Ross caught the young wom- 
an’s anguished eyes, but, without a word, 
mother and daughter stalked slowly 
into their rooms, slamming the doors 
behind them. And, as always, Mrs. Ross 
felt old—and guilty. But, this was teen 
age love, and the mother knew she must 
protect her daughter. 

Three months later, a fearful Harold 
and a shameful Harriet sat before Mr. 
and Mrs. Ross explaining that they must 
leave school and get married because 
they loved each other—and Harriet was 
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Dating in her middle teens, (above), former 
child singing star Toni Harper did not get 
first romantic kiss until she was sixteen. 
Now a married, mature young woman (r. 
with pianist Eddie Beal and actress Debbie 
Reynolds), 20-year-old Toni advises: “At 
fifteen a girl can’t handle all of the situa- 
tions that might arise with a fellow.” 


pregnant. Then, Mrs. Ross realized she 
had not given her daughter enough pro- 
tection. She had warned her about ag- 
gressive boys, dating steadily and the 
petting. But, like Mr. and Mrs. Rosses 
everywhere, the parents of Harold and 
Harriet had failed to tell their children 
what to do when they find themselves “in 
love” at the teen-age level. Instead of in- 
sisting that their children are “too 
young” to think about love, today’s teen- 
age experts say parents should begin 
guiding their children toward the most 
important step in their lives. 

For the 20th Century mom and dad 
should not make the mistake of thinking 
their children will not walk down the 
same lover’s lane many of them have 
trod. The one sure protection the mod- 
er parents can offer is to place signs 
along the way. Signs warning the young 
sure to follow of years of heartbreak and 
bitterness resulting from a fickle “love” 
affair; or of the probability of an early 
divorce to an early teen-age marriage; 
or the broken dreams of success and a 
career ruined by an unlasting childhood 
romance; or the shame and suffering of 
an illegitimate child conceived in a mo- 
ment of youthful passion mistaken for 
“true” love. Today’s children should not 
be warned “not to fall in love” but, how 
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to recognize when they feel this most 
creative and destructive of all emotions. 

In his public affairs pamphlet, Too 
Young To Marry, Dr. Lester A. Kirden- 
dall says the main question young people 
“in love” should ask themselves is “are 
we really ready to give up our freedom 
and our present social life for an ever- 
lasting companionship based on physical 
and emotional attractions?” Former 
teen-age star Toni Harper, who is now 
successfully married at 20, appears to 
have answered the query correctly. Toni 
was 16-years-old before she had her first 
kiss. “To me, a kiss is one sure way to 
get into boy trouble and keeping out of 
trouble at my age is very, very impor- 
tant to me,” she declared as a child sing- 
ing sensation. Unlike many less exposed 
girls, Toni recognized the dangers of 
petting early. “At fifteen, a girl can’t 
take care of herself well enough to han- 
dle all the situations that might arise 
between herself and a fellow and she 
should not try. A girl of fifteen is just 
beginning to blossom into womanhood 
and to be noticed by the opposite sex. 
At that age she is entering the most dan- 
gerous period of her life and she must 
be smart, plenty smart, if she wants to 
come through it unharmed.” Toni’s an- 
swer to the question of teen-age love was 





to wait until she was mature enough to 


experience it. 

Toni’s teen-age female point of view 
is shared by Frankie Lymon, current 
16-year-old male singing star. “Singing 
about love and romance and kissing and 
stuff probably gives ‘em (girls) the 
wrong idea. Some of them—girls, that is 
—take us seriously. After all we were 
only trying to entertain them, not fall in 
love,” says Frankie. Many teen-agers and 
a few adults didn’t believe Frankie’s gen- 
tlemanly intentions. The lad’s parents 
have had to take protective measures to 
keep girls and older women from molest- 
ing the child star in his hotel rooms as 
he completes his various engagements 
across the nation. 

Still in his teens, Frank (Sugar Chile) 
Robinson, the former child piano prodi- 
gy, is even reluctant to talk about love. 
A pre-medical student at Olivet (Mich.) 
College, Frank shyly admits to having a 
“steady” girl friend back home in Detroit 
and casual “dates” on the Michigan cam- 
pus, but that is as far as he goes. With 
one career already behind him as a vet- 
eran entertainer, the youth is obviously 
intent upon becoming established in an- 
other professional career before becom- 
ing concerned about romance. Like many 
ambitious teen-agers, “Sugar Chile” rec- 
9 





HOW MUCH MONEY 
DO YOU WANT? 





LUCKY HEART HELPS YOU GET IT! 


Even if you need just one dollar more than you’ve got right now, you’ll agree 
that the only hard part of getting it is making up your mind to get that dollar. 
After you get that first dollar, getting hundreds of dollars more is easy. 


Here are the Facts: Right 
now, today, thousands of average women 
and men of all ages, up north and down 
south, in big cities, small towns and on 
farms are making the kind of money they 
want the proven, profitable, pleasant 
Lucky Heart Way. Anyone, anywhere, 
any age, without any kind of previous 
experience, without even any special kind 
of schooling can make and do make any 
amount of money they want, easily, 
quickly, without much trouble. These 
people, folks just like you and your neigh- 
bors, became Lucky Heart Cosmetic 


Representatives. They make big money 
easily by showing, demonstrating and sell- 
ing Lucky Heart Cosmetics. They’ve 
proven the success of the Lucky Heart 
Plan by becoming successful themselves. 
Money and success with Lucky Heart is 
theirs. Money and success with Lucky 
Heart can be yours! If you believe that 
money talks, and you can’t argue with 
success or facts, if you want money and 
success for yourself and your family, Lucky 
Heart will gladly, willingly show you how 
you can cash in now. Mail the coupon 
below for complete factual information. 


THESE FOLKS DID: 








in Alabama, Mrs. Leola 
Stanton made $65 in her 
first spare hours when she 
showed, demonstrated and 
wrote her neighbors’ orders 
for Lucky Heart Cosmetics. 


in New Jersey, Mr. B. 
Washington made $45 in his 
first few hours by following 
the Lucky Heart Plan. Now 
he has a new home, new car, 
enough money for extras. 


in Chicago, housewife 
Alice Blake made $60 with 
just a few calls in her spare 
time. Money-making in 
spare time is now easy for 
this busy mother of four. 





Do This Now: Make up your 
mind to get your first extra dollar now! 
The rest is easy! Mail the coupon below 
immediately. You’ll get complete facts on 
how you can become a successful Lucky 
Heart Cosmetic Representative right in 
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Survey shows pregnancy 

rises in unwedded 15-18 age 

group because it is “age of 
sex experimentation” 


ognizes teen-age love is dangerous for a 
well-planned future. 

Having been exposed to all-types of 
juvenile gatherings, Toni, Frankie and 
Sugar Chile are naturally more cautious 
than most youth. They have not been 


a 


Now a college pre-medical student, former 
child piano prodigy Frank (Sugar Chile) 
Robinson is reluctant to talk about love. 


caught up in the routine pace of today’s 
teen-ager who rushes home from school 
or a job, eats dinner and quickly joins 
members of the neighborhood club or 
gang. The boys may wear narrow west- 
ern-type pants, loud-colored shirts and 
processes that are more costly than $2 
haircuts. The girls usually sport blue- 
jeans and tight jackets with hair bobs 
reminiscent of the roaring twenties. In 
the evenings they head for the nearest 
grill or juke joint where they can drink 
and neck for hours to the latest rack and 
roll tunes. 

The joint may be a cafe, the backroom 
of a roadhouse or the dimlit confines of a 
cellar bar. Here the kids hop and skip 
to pace-breaking rhythms until they col- 
lapse exhausted in the arms of the near- 
est mate. Or perhaps the mood may call 
for the young girls to melt against their 
steady date as (Continued on Page 66) 
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On The Reco 


By James Goodrich 


UKE ELLINGTON, 
great creative talents to work on recordings more during this past year than 
Over the last 12 months, 
composer literally went on a writing spree, producing for record sessions several 


long recognized as jazzdom’s foremost genius, put his 


ever before for a similar period. the veteran maestro- 
large-scale compositions which experts rate favorably with his finest creations of 
Columbia offers the newest Ellington gems as played by his exciting 
band in three albums—“Ellington At Newport,” “A Drum Is A Woman” and 
“Such Sweet Thunder,” all recorded in the diskery’s Guaranteed High-Fidelity 
system. 

“Newport” 
cluding a three-part Jazz Festival Suite and tenor saxist Paul Gonsalves’ rousing 
27 choruses on Diminuendo And Crescendo In Blue which broke up the bash’s final 
night session. “A Drum Is A Woman” is a “musical fantasy” which tells the story 
of jazz in Ellington’s original language and music. “Such Sweet Thunder,” an 
unusual experimental work, has Shakespeare set to jazz by Duke and his right hand 
man, Billy Strayhorne. 

While Ellington has won plaudits for all three albums, it is the “Sweet Thunder” 
set that has brought him his greatest praise. Down Beat, in applauding the album, 
contended: “Triple congratulations are due to Ellington for his best extended work 


yesteryears. 


is the popular package taped on location at the festival in 1956, in 


since the ‘Harlem’ suite seven years ago.” The jazz magazine voted the composition 
five stars, its highest rating for records. 

“Sweet Thunder” embraces 12 jazz vignettes based on The Bard’s most familiar 
literary efforts (Such Sweet Thunder, Sonnet For Caesar, Sonnet To Hank Cinq, 
Lady Mac, Sonnet In Search Of A Moor, The Telecasters, Up And Down, Sonnet 
For Sister Kate, The Star Crossed Lovers, Madness In Great Ones, Half The Fun 
and Circle Of Fourths). Although the offerings amount to more than a collection 


of miniature compositions, each makes for superbly enter- (Continued on Page 82) 
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BIG MONEY the First Hour! 
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ing a cent! I’ll rush you, ——— 
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VERYTHING you need to start making ex- 
citing cash profits the first hour! 

As the Mason Shoe Counselor in your town, 
you can start taking easy orders the minute 
ad Outfit arrives. You need no experience. 

*ll show you how to add as much as $217.00 
EXTRA income a month for just 2 orders 
a day.. ‘iat to take orders from friends, rela- 
tives, neighbors, folks where you work. 

EVERYONE wantscomfortable shoes. Mason 
Air-Cushioned shoes are backed by the Good 
Housekeeping Guarantee Seal, have been ac- 
cepted for advertising by the American Med- 
ical Association. Some topnotch men have 
taken up to 20 orders their first day . . . earn- 
ing up to $10 an hour! 


NOT SOLD IN STORES! 

Mason Shoes are not sold in stores, so folks 
must buy from YOU and KEEP buying from 
you! You feature 160 dress, sport, work shoe 
styles for men, women... with such EXTRA 
features as Air Cushion innersoles, Steel Shanks, 
work soles of Neoprene, Cork, Cushion Neo- 
prene Crepe, Safety Shoes. 

You'll run the best ‘‘shoe store” business in 
town, because you actually ‘‘carry”’ a greater 
selection than a store. You draw on our stock 
of over 200,000 pairs in sizes 2/2 to 15, widths 
AAAA to EEEE. No need to substitute . 
folks get the style, size, width they order. No 
wonder you can expect fast profits! 

Rush Coupon for Your FREE Outfit! 
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EVERYTHING you need to start making 
money the first hour! Make the ae cash you 
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I Weshed 
ther Wead / 


! was sick of her—old, cranky, helpless and in the way! I 
couldn’t help it if she was my husband’s kin. She was too 


much of a burden for any young wife to have to bear 


i STOOD LOOKING at her withered, wrinkled, bony old figure as she fumbled for 

something in the refrigerator, knocking over Jerry’s half-glass of chocolate milk 
in the process. I watched her with a light glowing in my eyes. It was not a light of 
love; it was a light born of a flame—a flame of hate. 

| bolted suddenly for the refrigerator, snatching up a nearby dishcloth as I went. 

Here!” | snapped. “If you want something out of there, why don’t you ask for it.” 

She teetered back out of the way, a blank look on her face, as | bent to wipe up 
the milk. 

“Well, they say there’s no use cryin’ over spilt milk,” she cackled in a crackly old 

OICe, 

“You can cry over it when you've got a milk bill as.large as ours,” | shot back at her. 
‘If | had wanted it wasted, I could have left it on the table when Jerry got through with 
breakfast. What were you looking for anyway?” 

‘| thought there was a chicken leg left from last night,” she answered, making a 
little smacking sound with her lips. 

| slid a jar of pickles aside and plucked the lone drumstick from its resting place 

n the side of the butter platter. Damnit! I thought to myself. That was going to be 
lerry’s lunch. 

“For somebody who’s supposed to be half dead, you certainly have a healthy appe- 
tite,” | blurted out before I could check the words in my throat. 

“ll be dead soon enough, Lucy,” she said, taking the drumstick from my hand 
without looking up at me. “Maybe when I’m dead I won’t be such a burden to you.” 
Chere was a little hurt in her voice, but she turned and walked away, gnawing savagely 
12 
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at the chicken as she went. 

I scooped up some dirty dishes lying 
about the kitchen and plopped them into 
the sink with a clatter, muttering to my- 
self. I hadn’t meant to mention dying to 
her. But she was old and she was sickly 
and damnit she was going to die some- 
day. Then I shuddered a little, trying to 
tell myself that in that one quick, cruel 
moment the thought had not clutched me, 
and knowing that it had just the same 
and hoping God would forgive me for 
thinking it. But it had been there, just 
for one sinful instant, the thought that I 
would be glad when the day came to her 

the day when she gasped her last 
breath, and I would be free after three 
long years, free of playing nursemaid to 
a cantankerous, ailing, superstitious, 


greedy old woman! 
| shuddered again, hating myself for 
what I could not help thinking. 





she managed to outlive both of Carl’s 
parents in the first place. But at eighty- 
three she was creaking along like Ol’ 
Man River, seemingly till the end of time. 

But what of me? Wasn’t she aging me 
before my time? Here I was, at twenty- 
three, as jumpy as a cat, a bundle of 
nerves and probably underweight, and, 
if I would submit to a psychiatrist, he 
would quite likely suggest a nice, quiet 
rest home. And it was all that old wom- 
an’s fault! 

I had never thought it would be like 
this when I married Carl. I was only 
seventeen when we met, and at first my 
own overly-devoted parents did not take 
kindly to the five-year age difference be- 
tween Carl and their only daughter. But 
they grew to love him, just as I did, and 
when we decided to marry just a year 
later, there weren’t too many objections, 
other than my father’s vague grumblings 






I didn’t mean to have such evil thoughts 
we) 







about the old woman, but they kept popping 





up in my head. I couldn’t help thinking how 






much easier it would be if she weren’t there 


But what had I done to deserve this? 


Wasn’t it enough that I had a hard- 
working husband and a whirling ball 
of energy of a son to take care of with- 
out being shackled to a near-invalid, 
too? Well, when Carl came home this 
evening we would have it out. I would 
sit him right down and tell him that even 
if she was his grandmother, he was go- 
ing to have to make other arrangements 
for her. After all, why should the burden 
be ours? Carl had a brother and two 
sisters, so why couldn’t they shoulder the 
responsibility ? 

Oh, I knew what Carl would say 
though. His youngest sister, Emily was in 
college, and it was his older brother who 
was keeping her there, along with having 
1 family of his own. And as for his mar- 
ried sister, Kate, well, things were al- 
ready pretty rough with her. She had 
three kids of her own and the fourth, 
stillborn, had left her paralyzed for a 
while, and she still hadn’t gotten com- 
pletely over it. She couldn’t very well 
take on a sick grandmother, too. 

Still, I couldn’t see why she had to be 
my problem. I never understood how 
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that I was too young for marriage re- 
sponsibilities. 

Carl and I were married the night I 
won the Miss Sepia Beauty Contest, and 
together we found an indescribable hap- 
piness in the first flowering of love. I 
would lie in bed at night, waiting for him 
to come to me, admiring every line of his 
sleek, toasted body, the softly chiseled 
features of his rugged face, the stub- 
brush bristles of crew-cut hair. I was so 
very lucky to have a man so handsome 
and good and kind. 

Our son, Jerry, was born on our 
first wedding anniversary, and our joy 
was unbounded. But within another year 
it had become time for Carl’s sister 
Emily to go off to college and his grand- 
mother, who had lived with the older 
brother just as Emily had, suddenly be- 
came our responsibility. 

“I feel I’ve got to carry my share of 
the family load,” Carl had said. “After 
all I’m doing pretty good at the plant so 
I can afford to keep her, and anyway it 
will give us a built-in baby sitter so we 
can get out a little more.” 

But it hadn’t worked like that. Carl’s 


grandmother had an enormous appetite 
that made itself felt in the grocery bill, 
And she had to have medicines, all kinds 
of medicines; for head pains, for foot 
pains, for back pains, for stomach pains, 
And at her age, she wasn’t much of a 
baby sitter either. Why, we ended up 
having to stay home because of some ill. 
ness or other of hers when we could haye 
otherwise gotten a teen-ager to sit with 
Jerry. 

Worst of all, I couldn’t stand the near. 
ness of her. She was so old and decrepit 
and sickly looking, and I detested the feel 
of her when I had to help her into bed 
or get her dressed or feed her on her 
worse days. And when she was feeling 
good, like she apparently was today, she 
was forever piddling around, breaking 
things, spilling things, complaining about 
things, just making more work and mis. 
ery for me. Well, Carl and I were going 
to have it out tonight, in no uncertain 
terms. I wasn’t going to be her slave any 
longer. I didn’t care if it meant taking 
her off to some old folks home where she 
didn’t know anybody. I didn’t care if she 
did wake up in the middle of the night 
all scared and trembling and mumbling 
superstitions, I wasn’t going to comfort 
and coddle her anymore. I had been 
through three years of it and that was 
enough. I was too young, too full of life. 
She and I represented two different 
things. I was youth and life; she was old 
age and sickness. 

I could hear her calling me even now, 
her ancient voice barely carrying through 
the house. “Lucy! Lucy!” 

“Yes,” I sighed loudly, going to her. 
Under my breath I was saying: What is 
it now, old woman? Old woman. That 
was what I had always called her because 
I didn’t feel anything else. 

“Lucy, will you get that old cardboard 
box down off the shelf for me?” she 
asked when I reached her room. “I tried 
to reach it myself, but I just couldn’ 
make it,” she added, breathing heavily. 

No, and thank goodness you didn’t,| 
thought to myself. You’d probably have 
broken a leg trying, and that would have 
meant I couldn’t get rid of you. 

I got the box with the aid of a chair 
and carried it to her. It was a familiar 
sight, old, worn, falling apart, just like 
she was. I had seen it many times, but 
I knew not what it contained. Whenever 
Carl or I had gotten it down for her, she 
would wait patiently for us to leave the 
room, then she (Continued on Page 71) 
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By Margo Hughes 


_ ENGLISH, who for months has played the 
role of the Harlem siren, “Zarita” in the Langston 
Hughes musical comedy, Simply Heavenly, is having 
her name legally changed. Anna claims wherever she goes 
folk call her “Zarita,” her mail is addressed to “Zarita,” 
and furthermore her best beau is calling her “Zarita.” 


Someone is trying to get the idea across to Sarah 
Vaughan that her beautiful voice should be recorded in an 
LP of spirituals (she was once a choir singer in earlier 
years). Notes that the album has already been cut keep 
popping up in the trade press but The Divine One won't 
even consider it. 


Eartha Kitt will do most of the singing in the W. 
C. Handy movie, St. Louis Blues. Eartha has seven num- 
bers, even though pic also boasts such great voices as 
Ella Fitzgerald, Mahalia Jackson and Pearl Bailey, who 
come up with barely one a piece. 


Sidney Poitier, who was taking singing lessons for 
his role as Porgy in the film version of Porgy And Bess, 
called off the deal. Producers denied his request for the 
right to approve the script. 


Meanwhile, there’s a new “Porgy And Bess” LP 
on the market—Ella and Louis sing all the parts. 


Sam Cooke’s soul-stirring rendition of the smash 
hit You Send Me, comes by way of the fact that he was at 


one time lead singer with the famous gospel group, The © 


Soul Stirrers. 


Dancer Walter Nicks is a very lucky fellow. As 
assistant choreographer of Lena Horne’s Jamaica, he must 
sit in the audience and see the show five times a week as 


long as they stay on Broadway. Point is to call rehearsals | 


whenever he feels the dancers are beginning to improvise. 


Meanwhile, leading man Ricardo Montalban is in 
asad state of affairs—may be forced to get sun-lamped for 
the run of the play. The dark make-up he wears is ruining 
Lena’s expensive gowns. 


Antonio Domino (sometimes known as “Fats” ) is 
being sued by his ex-bass fiddler for damages received 
during a riot in South Carolina. Seems the fiddler was 

(Continued on Page 67 ) 
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Millions who douche 
with “Lysol” 





wouldn’t dream 
of going back 
to vinegar! 





Women can actually tell the 
difference between “Lysol” and 
vinegar in the douche. 


Theycan actually sense the 
difference in freshness, in just 
plain cleanliness! 


They know that vinegar can’t 
do the job the way “Lysol” can! 


“*Lysol”’ is just right for douch- 
ing. It stops odor at its source. 
It kills odor-causing germs on 
contact. 

‘“‘Lysol”’ brand disinfectant is 
mild. Can’t hurt you. Leaves 
you feeling sweet and nice in- 
side. Try it and see. 


To find out about 
methods of douching 
approved by doctors, 
send for free book- 
let (mailed in plain 
envelope). Write to: 
“Lysol,” T-258, Lin- 


coln, Il. 





BRAND DISINFECTANT 


A Lehn & Fink Product Also available in Canada 
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= JOINT was jumping. Kids were 
packed together like bailed cotton. 
Signs all around the place—Jack’s Dance 
Hall in Bakersfield—ordered, “No Smok- 
ing!” But every kid who had the price 
of a weed was puffing away. And all that 
smoke, mingled with dancers’ perspira- 
tion, burned into my eyes like smog. 

But I didn’t care. 

I was having fun. 
Wee Willie Williams’ rock’n’roll band 
was really blowing tonight. Right now, 
a fat, grease-headed trumpet man was 
searing the air with his hot licks, and 
the hall was a mass of swirling hips and 
clapping hands. The rhythm was conta- 
gious, like a disease. Wee Willie’s drum- 
mer, a slender, hollow-jawed kid, had 
the big beat. Even the Hunchback of 
Notre Dame would have been tapping 

his feet to this music. 

The guy I was dancing with felt the 
beat, same as I did, and he really knew 
all the latest steps. I was a pretty good 
dancer myself, but I could hardly keep 
up. 

After a dozen choruses, the big trum- 
pet man blew himself out and Wee Wil- 
lie himself, tall and regal, dressed in a 
black satin suit with shoe-string tie dan- 
gling from a wide, white Mr. B. shirt 


collar, stepped to the microphone and 
began to sing in a voice that was throaty, 
sexy and spine-tingling. 


“My gal is gone and | am all alone. 
“My gal is gone and I am all alone.” 


As Wee Willie started his song, half- 
screaming and wiggling his middle in 
time with the hot notes he plucked out 
on his pretty, ivory-colored guitar, I 
pulled away from my partner and stop- 
ped dancing to listen. 

Every other girl in the place did the 
same. We couldn’t help ourselves. Wee 
Willie had something we liked. We didn’t 
really know what it was, but whatever 
it was, he had plenty of it. 

Slowly the crowd edged up to the 
bandstand where Wee Willie, handker- 
chief in hand now, processed hair falling 
into his eyes, had stopped playing the 
guitar and stood swaying back and forth 
on the stage, belting out the words to 
those rock ’n’ rock blues. 


“My gal is gone and I am all alone. 
“My gal is gone and | am all alone.” 


“He’s great, isn’t he, Reggie?” I asked 
my date. 
“He’s a sissy,” Reggie said in disgust. 
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would have a reminder the 


rest of my life that I had let 


man rob me of my virtue 


and foul my body 


Oh, you're just jealous, Reggie. Just 
yus, that’s all.” 
How could I be jealous of a fruit?” 
gie asked. 
That angered me. 
Reggie,” I said, “go find yourself 
other girl to dance with. As the 
sident of the Wee Willie Williams 
Club, I intend to enjoy myself.” 
Reggie Jackson had brought me to the 
He was the fella I was going 
idy with at the time. But he didn’t 
rock ’n’ rock singing, although he 
d dancing and tried to do anything 
lease me. When he had been danc- 
| thought I was winning him over. 
when Wee Willie stepped up to the 
and began belting the lyrics, that 
ed the night for Reggie. 
You really want me to dance with 
ebody else?” he asked. 
Sure, Reggie,” I said, still angry. “1 
) t stand your comments.” 
Okay,” he said. “If this is what you 
a fruit, that’s what you can have.” 
le left, and there I was on the floor 
hout a partner. But I didn’t care. I 
among friends—everyone else en- 
d Wee Willie’s singing. 


often looked back to that night 
wished it never had happened. I’ve 
hed that I had listened to Reggie and 
zed that Wee Willie and his brand 
x-music was no good for me. How 
ished that I had gone to a drive-in 
ie with Reggie, or just stayed home, 
ng to records; that I’d never let 
high school chums elect me president 
he WWW fan club. 
it what good is wishing when you’re 
ouble? It’s like locking the barn 
r after the horse has been stolen. Yet 
ess we kids have to learn some way. 
persist in being headstrong, ignor- 
the warnings of our parents we— 
we just have to pay for the con- 
ences. There is no other way. 
cept this: if we won’t be smart and 
to our old fuddy-duddy parents, 
often call them, maybe we can 
to each other. I’m writing this 





story expressly for young girls who don’t 
know what’s really happening. | hope 
that they will-read this story with under- 
standing, not to sympathize with me nor 


to feel sorry for me, but to realize that 
they don’t have to pay the terrible price 
I did just to have fun. 


When Wee Willie finished his last set 
that night, all the kids mobbed him. 
They wouldn’t let him off the bandstand. 
They clapped and they cheered and they 
whistled. They begged, “More! More! 
More!” 

Wee Willie wanted to quit, but he 
was trapped. He played several encores. 
But the more he played, the more the 
kids demanded. Finally, he silenced the 
crowd with upraised hands and begged 
off on the excuse that he had to leave 
town for another engagement. He prom- 
ised to return to Bakersfield soon. 

Slowly the gang let up. Wee Willie 
fought his way to his dressing room. We 
kids followed. 

Quickly I rounded up the members 
of the WWW Fan Club, all girls, and 
we crammed in with the crowd. Pushing 
and shoving and jostling. we slipped 
under the arms of two guards and 
crashed his dressing room. 

When I entered, Wee Willie was taking 
off his sweat-soaked white shirt. In his 
underwear, he looked like an Adonis, 
perfectly built. Muscles rippled in his 
well-formed arms and shoulders. His 
neck and chin were strong. His features 
were good, if slightly broad. How could 
Reggie call such a he-man a fruit? He 
was all man. I -knew that—and the 
thought thrilled me. 

“Damn!” Willie said, speaking to a 
valet who was helping him with his 
clothes. “What a mob!” 

“That’s your public,” the valet said 
with a laugh. 

“Yeah,” Wee Willie said. 

Then he half turned and saw us girls. 

“What do you girls want?” he said. 

I stepped forward. “I am Linda Stu- 
art,” I said. “I’m president of your fan 
club. The rest are members. We would 
like to get your autograph.” 

“All of you?” Willie asked. 

“Why—yes,” I said. “If you don’t 
mind.” 

“I’m sorry, but I’m beat,” he said. 
“Some other time.” 

“But,” I said, persistently, “you won’t 
be back here for a long time.” 


“Aw, go (Continued on Page 5] ) 
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MY BEST FRIEND 


STOLE 


MY WIFE 


} ee FIRST COLD DAYS of winter 

had brought a light, slushy snow, and 
me running around trying to get in 
enough fresh meats for the week, I had 
caught a cold. Weakened, I guess, by the 
long hours I worked on my plastering 
job and then keeping a watch on the 
cafe until 12 o’clock every night, I came 
down with touches of the Asiatic flu 
quicker than you can say Jackie Robin- 
Son. 

| was beginning to ache all over and 
my head was spinning; so I emptied the 
cash register of everything but a little 
hange, checked the meat box and the pie 
cabinet and told Marie, the waitress, I 
had to go home. She said she could 
make it through the night. 

| was physically sick, but I was in- 
wardly happy that night. It wouldn’t be 
long, I told myself, before I'd have my 
first million. Things are moving along 
pretty good. It was a Wednesday. I'll 
never forget it. 

During the next three hours I was to 
live a nightmare of disappointment, dis- 
llusionment and distrust, of fury and 
hate, of heartache and heartbreak, stark 
proof that no man knows one minute 
what the next hour will bring. 

Getting home as early as 9 o’clock was 
a rarity for me. Seeing Sue and talking 
with her for an hour or so before I 
flopped dead tired into bed was also rare. 
| was working my fingers to the bone 
because I knew exactly what I wanted 


2U 


out of life and what I wanted for Sue 
whom I loved with every fibre of my 
being. 

It was going to take a long time and 
I knew it. But what are a few years out 
of a young couple’s life when they can 


have all the rest of their lives in comfort 
and security? No fear of poverty, no 
fear of hungry days and a cold, drab 
home like I’d known as a child. That is 
why I worked eight hours a day, then 
raced to my little restaurant to salt away 
a few more dollars every week. It was 
hard on me and it was hard on Sue but 
it was the only way I knew to accomplish 
the things we had agreed we wanted out 
of life. 

“Sue, darling,” I cried out as I jig- 
gled my key out of the front door and 
stepped into the house. The light was 
on in the den that we used for a library 
and TV room and another small light 
gleamed over the stove where the late 
snack Sue always prepared for me sat in 
cold pots. But there was no answer. | 
called out again as I wandered from 
room to room. It was obvious that she 
had been here only a few minutes before. 

Probably ran down to the drug store 
for cigarettes or something. I told my- 
self as I hung up my coat, opened my 
collar, flipped on the TV and stretched 
out on the couch. Sue would be surprised 
to see me home so early in the middle 
of the week but we would get a chance 
to go over the (Continued on Page 57 ) 








‘felt: funny sitting there, listening 
a guy tell me he was making time 
ith my wife. ‘I’m sorry, buddy,’ he 
mid, “lifé’s a crazy, mixed-up thing: 


2 











rking at the piano, crooner Roy Ham- 
composes words and music of new 
some of which are in new album. 


Once felled by lung ailment for 
seven months, Roy shows his hap- 
piness at being back hard at work. 


T HE SQUEALS AND APPLAUSE 
from the 6,000 fans were ear-shatter- 
ing. Then slowly, moving with perfect co- 


ordination, a handsome, heavily-muscled 
young man strolled uneasily before the 
overflow Albany, Ga., audience, began 
singing in a powerful voice, and quieted 
the crowd. 

Roy Hamilton, the fabulous young 
crooner with the big “soul” voice, had 
come back in his first big public appeat- 
ance. and it was almost as if he had never 
been away at all. And no one, from his 
doctors to his immediate family, denied 
his comeback and recovery from his 
seven-month illness was miraculous. 
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Yet of all the people who had faith in 
his ability to wow audiences again, Roy 
himself had the least. 

It was a muggy day in June, 1956 
when Roy’s manager, Bill Cook, reeled 
the show business world and thousands 
of fans with the news that his “discov- 
ery” was retiring for an indefinite period 
after a meteoric two-and-a-half years. 
“Roy has quit show business because of 
his health,” Cook said sadly. This de- 
cision was made after a specialist exam- 
ined him following a series of colds and 
diagnosed his ailment as lobar pneu- 
monia, pleurisy and laryngitis. Roy had 
been running a 102° and 103° tempera- 


Recording songs for new Epic album Golden Boy, Roy sings 
in shirt sleeves to the accompaniment of studio orchestra. 
Despite serious illness, Roy forcefully demonstrates old power. 


. 


ture two weeks, and needed bed rest 
badly. 


that Roy had contracted a minor case of 


It was generally accepted later 


tuberculosis, and no one has yet denied 
it. 

At this point, many show business ob- 
servers figured that the spectacular sing- 
ing career that had paid Roy Hamilton 
upwards of $200,000 a year was washed 
up. As did Roy himself. “Lying there 
in the hospital, 1 wanted, more than a 
few times, to close my eyes and just die, 
because, frankly, I never thought I’d 
come back,” he remembered. 

Roy knew a star can tumble quickly. 
Once he sinks from the public eye, and 


Listening as a studio engineer puts on a taped playback of a 
song he has just finished recording, Roy smiles uncertainly at 
the results of his work. Record sessions take several hours. 


Discussing a new song he is about to record, Roy listens in- 
tently to demonstrative advice of Marvin Holtzman (l.) 
artists and repertoire man, and band contractor Marty Wilson. 


in natural order, the public favor, his 
popularity can dip until his name rings 
only a faint bell in some unfamiliar part 
of the public’s mind. And this was the 
big factor he feared. 

The day Roy Hamilton walked into 
New York Hospital (a private institu- 
tion), was the saddest day of his life. 
Says the 27-year-old pop singer: “T’ll 
never forget May 10, 1956.” He recalls 
that Dr. Gerald Lieberman was patient 
and understanding, but nothing could 
make him feel that his world had not col- 
lapsed around him. Then the blow fell 
that rocked his world. The doctor told 
him he would never sing again. “The bot- 
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Trying out songs for pre-recording flaws, Roy, 
his accompanist Graham Forbes (l.), and ar- 
anger O. B. Masingill go over music at piano. 
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Working to perfect recording, Marvin Holtzman, Roy and engineer Fred Plaj 
listen as Plaut strives for perfect blending of voice and instruments at recordi 
console. Such techniques permit maximum quality control over new waxings, 








Chatting at Gale Agency, accountant Chauncey Christian, Roy and Mrs. Charlie Fuqua 
listen to jazz organist Bill Doggett (r.). Roy, Mrs. Fuqua and Doggett had all dropped by 
the booking agency to pick up mail, checks and to handle other business matters. 


Fans loyalty works miracles 
n restoring Roy’s own faith 
luring early, dark days of 
illness. Says he: ‘““They gave 
me the hope and confidence 


so desperately needed” 


tom fell out of everything,” Roy said. 

For an ex-gospelsinger who had rid- 
den to success on a series of smash rec- 
ords, the news was staggering. 

Roy recalled all the people who de- 
pended on him: “Bill Cook, my friend 
and manager, my family, the people at 
Epic Records who had so much money 
tied up in my career. There were per- 
sonal appearances to make. There was 
the very important matter of nearly a 
half-million dollars in bookings that Bill 
had to scrap. There were the disk jockey 
sessions already arranged where I was to 
help promote my records. Most of all, 


? 


there were the fans.’ 


And if this former prize fighter had 
learned nothing else in his cometary ce 
reer, he had learned that his fans come 
first. 

“You have to have lived through « 
thing like this to know what heartbreak 
can be,” the Georgia-born lad mused. “| 
thought of the thousands of kids who'd 
been buying my records and coming in 
person to theaters and night clubs to 
hear me. I felt I was letting them down. 
| was helpless and hopeless, at the tag 
end of my string.” 

This dejected, depressed feeling lin 
gered for the first few weeks he was in 
the hospital. 
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Checking on list of engagements, 
carefully scheduled since illness, Roy 
talks with agency executive Tim Gale. 


‘Td never been helpless like that be- 
fore,” Roy said. “Back in the early 
forties I spent a few days in the hospital 
having my appendix out, but I knew it 
was a relatively minor operation and 
that almost everyone recovered. I was in 
pretty good health at the time, young 
and strong, and I just took it in my 
ride. But this time was different. The 
lew newspapers and magazines they let 
me read in the hospital had promptly 
announced my retirement, and from all 
leould figure, everyone had just about 
tad me right out of show business. | 
was finished. Of that, I was certain.” 

Then a miracle, to Roy Hamilton’s 





Going over music publishing contract, Roy 
discusses fine print with Mynna Granat, 
one of partners in Davey Dreyer Music, Inc. 


thinking, changed everything. His fans 
came to his rescue. Speaking sincerely, 
as if somewhat amazed by his own fame, 
Roy went on: “Then. . 
gan coming. A few days after they put 
me in bed, the first few letters that had 
started with a trickle flooded the hospital. 
Soon I was getting dozens, then hun- 


. the mail be- 


dreds, later thousands. There were so 
many that I had to have nurses help me 
catalog them. They came from teen- 
agers, from friends in show business, 
from old pals in Jersey City and from 
shut-in folks in hospitals and sickrooms 


like myself. Probably the most amazing 


thing of all was that all of the letters were 










Painting in Central Park, Roy 
demonstrates skill at an easel. 
He plans one-man exhibit. 


cheer-ups. I found out very quickly that 


I] was out of show business, but far from 
forgotten.” 

From all over the country the letters 
poured in. Fan clubs in Detroit, in 
Cleveland, in Chicago and in Los An- 
geles, almost everywhere else he’d ap- 
peared, sent him long letters with every 
member’s name signed. Those letters of 
cheer were better for him than any medi- 
cal treatment. “They gave me the hope 
and confidence I needed,” Roy said. 

The doctors and nurses sensed quickly 
that his mental attitude was changed by 
the letters from deepest depression to 


excited enthusi- (Continued on Page 80) 
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When Mal and I met, it was 


the old story of the moth and 


the flame, and I never real- 
ized the wonderful love of 


the man I had tossed aside 


HAT TOMMY HAD JUST SUGGESTED left me staring at him increduloy 

“No joke, Cassy,” he said, enthusiastically. “I’ve been thinking about it ¢ 
since Mal mentioned the change. If Chi hadn’t been our next stop I’d have p 
you long D.” 

“Whoever heard of jazz coming out of a flute?” I laughed. 

“Modern jazz,” Tommy corrected. “Mal’s ideas are real progressive—the go 
you ever heard.” 

“But I don’t know anything about jazz,” | confessed. “Oh, I enjoy listening 
it, but playing it—” I lifted the toothpicked olive out of my martini and stag 
thoughtfully at its red center. 

“You’re a good musician, and Mal’s arrangements are written for good 
sicians.” 

I still wasn’t convinced. “There’s plenty of good musicians around who'd p 
ably leap at a chance to play with mighty Mal. Why pick on me?” 

“Okay, I confess,” Tommy grinned, lifting both arms slightly, in a gest 
surrender. “So my motive is selfish.” He leaned across the small table and toy 
both my hands in his. “I miss you so darn much I’d use any excuse to have 
near me. Do you realize I’ve only seen you three times in the last two years?” 

I realized it all too well, and | had missed him terribly. Tommy Rex and 1- 
lived next door to each other for as long as I could remember. I smiled 
recalled the time when I was eight years old and fell over the back fence. Tomm 
had lifted me gently in his twelve-year-old arms and carried me, sobbing, into 
house. From that day on he had been my very special tear dryer, my loyal pr 
tector. : 
I protested loudly when he told me he was joining Mal Jeffer’s Modern J 
Ensemble, but, for the first time I didn’t have my way. 

“This is just the kind of break I’ve been waiting for,” he’d explained. 
playing with Jeffers will be like taking an advance course in theory. The guy’s@ 
genius!” 

I think that was the day I started to dislike Mal Jeffers. 

New York was home to Tommy now, and the only time I saw him was wher 
a tour brought him in for a week or two. What a waste, I thought, using all that 
formal training to rattle drums in a colorless joint like this. 

Tommy was talking rapidly, eagerly, as if he thought my silence was a sign of 
weakening. “Of course the idea of having a girl with the group left Mal pretty 


UNWORTHY 


cold,” he said. “But | told him you were different: no special attentions, no spec 
favors, you know.” 

“All I know is what I read in the papers,” I said, warming. “And from wh 
read about your dubious genius, I think he’s a stuffed shirt!” 

Tommy looked pained. “Mal’s got a master’s.” 

“So?” I shrugged. “You've got a bachelor’s and I still like you better.” 

He grinned and squinted at his watch. “We're on again in ten minutes.” 
gulped down the last of a beer and rose. “Maybe I can get Mal over now.” 

“Don’t bother,” I said, indifferently. 

Tommy smiled, blew me a kiss, and carefully squeezed his stocky frame be 
the narrow row of tables. 

The whole thing was ridiculous. I hadn’t the slightest intention of bounel 
around the country with a bunch of “gone” jazzmen. In just three more monl 
I’d have my dental technician’s certificate. Besides. Mom, wouldn’t hear of it 
dug my fingernail into the skimpy tablecloth, outlining a skull and crossbone 

I felt a strange tingle of excitement as they approached (Continued on Page @ 
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The waiting was over and | was in his 
arms, responding with a longing that had 
been far too long pent up inside me. 


yal 





a Nightmare | 


I jerked awake with the 
sound of screaming in my ears. My eyes 
flew open. I was sitting up in my bed, wide awake now, 
and I realized that the terrifying sounds had come from my 
constricted throat. I clamped both hands over my mouth. / mustn't 
frighten Diane: that was my first thought. I peered through the dark. Her 
bed across the room was empty! 
A hand touched my shoulder, and I nearly fainted from fright. “Willa! What’s 
wrong?” It was Diane. I threw my arms around her and we sat there clinging to each 
other in the night. 
“You must have had a nightmare, Sis.” Diane said. “You were screaming something awful 
when I woke up.” 
I patted her shoulder reassuringly. “Yes, | had a bad dream, but it’s nothing to worry about, 
honey,” I said. 
“Your bad dream, was it about—?” Diane shivered. “Was it about—back home?” 

“Of course not!” | snapped. “Why should it be? All we did was run away from that hell hole. 
And all that’s in the past now. I don’t think about it any more and neither should you.” 

I convinced her I was all right and sent her back to her bed. But I couldn’t go back to sleep. The 
awful nightmare that had awakened me lingered to haunt my waking hours. It was getting harder and 
harder for me to carry on without letting my baby sister know. Baby sister! Diane was now taller 
than I, and she had always been more beautiful. She was a young lady of 17, and I had finally found 
the right man for her. As soon as she was safely married, | could go back and take my punish- 

ment—or run away. 

Sure! That was it. Not even Diane knew the terrible crime I’d committed. No one back home 
knew where to find me. Maybe they weren’t even looking for me. No, that was not very 
likely. Even in a small town like Eggersville, Ga.. they don’t stop looking for the guilty 

person when it’s a case of murder. . . . 
Papa John was as mean and evil as they come. He wasn’t our father. Mama mar- 


ried him about a year after our real father died. I was ten and Diane was only 


five years old. I don’t think Mama really wanted to marry him, but she 
thought he would help her take care of her two children. “I pray 
the Lord I’m doin’ the right thing, Willa,” Mama said to me. 
“It’s hard for a woman to make it alone, with two young 
ones on her hands.” 
As it turned out, Mama 





There was too much in my past 
to ever let me be happy; the mis- 
takes I had made—and that awful night 
I found Diane unconscious in 


Papa John’s arms 
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My hand 


iron poker 


gripped dats 


raising 


my head, I 


it above 
brought it down upon 


him with all my strength 





must not have prayed long enough or 
hard enough because Papa john was a 
Bible-spouting devil. He’d work all week, 
drink all day and night Saturday, then 
be the first one in church on Sunday. His 
mean streak would come out when he 
was drinking and he would get into fights 
at the bar, or stay out all night with some 
loose woman, or stagger home and hit 
Mama a few licks before passing out 
from the liquor he’d swilled. 

Then, bright and early Sunday morn- 
ing he’d show up right in the first pew, 
Amen-ing just as loud as anybody. But 
while Mama was alive, he never laid a 
hand on us. I think she would have killed 
him if he’d tried. Things got bad for 
Diane and me right after Mama passed 
away. I was fifteen at the time. 

“I aim to bring you girls up right,” 
Papa John told us sternly. He fingered 
the thick leather belt he always wore. 
“You’re going to turn out to be good 
girls even if I have to whale the day- 
lights out of you!” 

I'll never forget the first time I felt the 
sting of that heavy belt on my back. I 
was sweet on a boy named Joey, who 
lived down the road from us. He used 
to walk me part of the way home from 
school, turning back at the bend in the 
road so that Papa John wouldn’t see us 
together. He became furious any time 
he thought a boy was looking at me too 
hard. 

On Saturdays, after Papa John started 
out on his hell-raising, Joey used to slip 
over to the house and we'd sit on the 
back porch just talking and looking up 
at the stars, making wishes. We thought 
our meetings were secret, but Papa John 
must have suspected. For one Saturday 
night he came home early, reeking with 
liquor and evil as he could be. 

Papa John chased Joey away, then 
turned to me, dragging off his belt. “I'll 
teach you to carry on behind my back,” 
he said thickly. “Now hike up that skirt, 
girl!” 

His eyes glittered and he licked his lips 
nervously as | hesitantly did as I was 
told. Then he began to beat me, shout- 
ing Bible verses as he laid the strap 
across my back. He made me promise 
never to see Joey again. 

After that, Papa John would beat me 
whenever he was in the mood. Even more 
than the stinging blows, it was the hu- 
miliation I suffered that finally made me 
rebel. I went to Joey and we decided to 
elope and get married. A wave of hap- 





piness swept over me as Joey tenderly 
held me in his arms and we talked of oy 
future together. 

It was a dangerous moment, by 
neither one of us realized it. I’d beep 
starved for love for so long that I jug 
couldn’t seem to get enough of Joey’s 
kisses. One thing led to another, and be. 
fore we knew it, we were both at the 
point of passion where there was no tum. 
ing back... . 


[ WASN’T until long afterwards, as 

we lay in each other’s arms in the 
sweet-smelling hay waiting for daylight 
so we could start our journey that the 
horrible truth struck me—I was 17 and 
legally free to do as I please, but if | 
left with Joey, Diane would be left be. 
hind with Papa John! 

Joey pleaded and begged, promised 
that we would send for Diane to join us 
as soon as we got settled somewhere else. 
But I knew it was hopeless. Tearfully, | 
kissed him goodbye and hurried home, 
praying I’d get there before my step 
father returned and discovered I’d been 
out half the night. 

The months that followed were sheer 
torture for me. It seemed that Papa John 
was meaner than ever, and I’m sure that 
his beatings were responsible for what 
happened. Our baby—Joey’s and mine 
—was stillborn. Of course, I didn’t know 
what was happening when the labor 
pains hit me. I thought I was dying and 
Papa John sent for the doctor, 

When my stepfather found out the 
truth, he was ready to beat me right then 
and there as I lay sobbing on the bed. 
But the doctor made him leave the house 
until he cooled down. They all wanted to 
know who the boy was—Papa John, the 
doctor, the preacher—they all tried to 
get me to tell. But I promised myself I'd 
die first. 

Life was really hell for me after that. 
My misery before was nothing compared 
to what my stepfather made me go 
through now that I was a “fallen wom- 
an.” All that kept me going was my se 
cret plan to take Diane away from that 
evil house as soon as I was able. I didn’t 
know how or when Id do it, but as Diane 
blossomed into young womanhood, | 
knew it would have to be soon. 

When Diane turned fifteen, 1 noticed 
the look of naked desire burning in Papa 
John’s eyes whenever Diane was in sight. 
I noticed the way he always found ex- 
cuses to put his hands on her, and I got 
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achilly feeling in my stomach. 

Then, one Saturday night my step- 
father came home full of whiskey and 
the devil and burst into our bedroom. 
Diane’s screams woke me. I jumped out 
of bed to help her as she struggled with 
Papa John. “Leave her alone!” I 
screamed. “Get out, get out!” But he 
merely flung out an arm and knocked me 
across the room. Diane fainted, and see- 
ing her go limp in his arms drove me 
almost out of my mind. 

My hand gripped the iron poker near 
the coal stove that heated our room. 
Raising the weapon high above my head, 
| brought it down with all my strength 
on his head. I guess the memory of all 
the heartache and mistreatment Mama 
and I had endured was behind that blow 
because he didn’t utter a sound as he 
dropped Diane and slumped to the floor, 
the blood gushing from the wound. 

Surprisingly calm, I dumped some 
clothes in a battered old suitcase, then 
dragged the motionless body of my step- 
father into a corner of the kitchen. Then 
I revived Diane, telling her that I’d 
chased Papa John away and we had to 
get out before he came back. We hur- 
riedly dressed and left the house. Sud- 
denly realizing that we had no money, | 
remembered the old cigar box Papa John 
kept hidden under a loose board in the 
kitchen floor. 

Diane waited down the road while | 
crept back to the house. I kept my face 
turned away from the crumpled heap in 
the corner and fished around under the 
loose board until I found the cigar box. 
I scooped out a handful of bills and 
stuffed them into my purse. Then I joined 
Diane and we hitch-hiked to the next 
town. 

There, we took a bus to Chicago. I was 
sure we could lose ourselves in such a 
big city. | found a job and Diane worked 
too, that first summer. But in the fall, I 
made her go to school. I was determined 
that she would have everything that I’d 
missed. I convinced the authorities that 
we were from a town where all the school 
and birth records had been destroyed in 
a fire, and they let Diane take an en- 
trance examination for high school. 


OW, as I lay in bed listening to my 
sister’s gentle breathing, I tried to 
replace the nightmare that haunted me 
with more pleasant thoughts. After two 
years, we were doing pretty good. My 
job as a waitress paid fairly well and the 


tips were good. Diane was almost ready 
to graduate and I had picked the man 
for her to marry. 

As a matter of fact, he was to come to 
the house that night. He was Bert Alden, 
one of the regular customers at the res- 
taurant where I worked. I’d noticed him 
not only because of his rugged good 
looks, but because he was quiet and gen- 
tlemanly, not a skirt-chasing smart alec 
like most of the men who came around. 

When I learned that Bert owned a lit- 
tle television and radio repair shop down 
the street, | made up my mind that some- 
how I had to bring him and Diane to- 
gether. I had finally asked him to come 
and check our battered old TV set. I was 
positive that once he saw Diane, he’d 
like her. Eventually they would marry 
and then I could straighten out my own 
life—if I could. 

Well satisfied with the little plot I’d 
hatched, I finally drifted off to sleep. 
Thankfully, the nightmare did not re- 
turn. 

I rushed home from work that eve- 
ning, straightened up our tiny apartment, 
and made some sandwiches to go with 
the beer I’d bought. When the doorbell 
rang I was as excited as if it was my own 
date who was calling. I opened the door. 
It was Bert, and although he carried his 
tool kit in one hand, I noticed he was 
dressed up in a neat blue suit. This is 
even better than I’d hoped for, I smiled 
to myself. 

When I introduced him to Diane he 
flashed his warm smile and soon they 
were chatting away like old friends. I 
slipped into the kitchen, pretending to be 
busy out there so they could be alone 
together. But I kept one ear cocked to 
hear how my plan was progressing. 

My heart nearly stopped when I heard 
Bert say at last, “Well, I’d better take a 
look at your TV set. I’ve got to be some- 
I’d taken the 
precaution to loosen one of the tubes in 
the set and knew it wouldn’t take him 
long to find the trouble, but I had hoped 
he would spend a little more time with 


where at nine o'clock.” 


Diane. 

A few minutes later, he’d fixed the set 
and Diane called me to say goodbye to 
Bert. “My! 
said, smiling to hide my disappointment. 
“Are you sure it will stay fixed?” 

Bert returned my smile. “If it doesn’t, 
just give me a call,” he said. 

After he had gone, I said to Diane, 
“He’s nice, isn’t he?” 


You’re a fast worker,” I 





“He certainly is,” she replied. 

“Do you think you could—well, I 
think he likes you,” I said. “I could see 
it when he looked at you.” 

Diane shook her head. “You're always 
imagining things like that, Sis. You act 
as if I’m the only pretty girl in this fam- 
ily. I noticed the way Bert smiled at 
you.” 

I took her hand and pressed it tense-: 
ly. “No, honey,” I told her, “he’s for 
you. I know it. Listen to me. Give him 
all the encouragement you can. I'll get 
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him back here somehow.” 
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A startled look came into her brown 
eyes. “I don’t understand, Willa.” 

“See if you can learn to love him,” I 
said. “And make him love you. He’s 
good and kind—exactly the kind of man 
for you. For my sake, try it. I want to 
see you happily married, Diane. I want 
it more than you can ever know.” 

She saw the tears on my lashes and her 
own mouth began to quiver. “I’ll do my 
best, Willa. But—I can’t throw myself at 
a man.” 

“Of course not. But there are ways a 
girl has of letting a man know that she 
likes him.” 

Diane was silent for a moment. Then 
she asked, “What about Jim Collins?” 

I exploded. “Why, he’s only a kid! 
He couldn’t marry you for years. Sup- 
pose something happened to me in the 
meantime? How would you live? Who'd 
take care of you?” 

“Pll see Bert again, if you want me 
to,” she said resignedly. 

I patted her (Continued on Page 79 ) 
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It started with George and I| hoped it would 
end with Freddie, but it didn’t. With a 
woman like me, | discovered there is no 


end. 


Shame, disgrace—these are things I live with. They are al- 


most like old friends. Indeed what other friends can a wom- 


an have when she is a victim of the world’s worst addiction ? 


HERE HAVE BEEN MANY TIMES in the tortured years of my womanhood 

when I prayed for the simple addictions of drink or narcotics. An alcoholic, after 
all, has only to withhold himself from the bottle. A dope addict can be forced into 
a painful but effective withdrawal. But what of us rare, damned females who are 
victims of another type of addiction—addiction to the sensual pleasures of the flesh? 
What hope is there for us to survive in a world mined with the tender traps of love 
and affection, where romance and sex are admittedly the cogs that make the whole 
wheel go round? 

We are a famous lot. People tell jokes about us. We are what every man hopes 
that interesting new girl he has just met will turn out to be. But if she is, he will 
soon tire of her, then blacken her name with scorn and abuse when he meets with 
the boys at the office water cooler or the neighborhood bar or in the plant men’s 
room. She is still, however, the girl of his wildest daydreams—the happy, amoral, 
passionate nymphomaniac. 

But there is nothing happy or amoral about us. There is only tragedy; a living 
nightmare that begins almost from the first day we learn there is a basic difference 
between girls and boys. . . 

“Are you sure, Cleo?” I asked my best friend. “Is that really the way it happens?” 

“Sure it is,” she said, flicking the ashes from a cigarette she held in her hand. 
Cleo was always flicking ashes, as if to call attention to the fact she was smoking at 
the age of thirteen. 
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I was like any normal girl, 

curious about love—never 

dreaming that with me it 
would be like a disease 





“Well,” | said uncomfortably. “1 
never knew that having a baby meant 
doing anything like that. I mean, I don’t 
think I could ever let a boy do that to 
me.” 

“Oh, I don’t know. It isn’t so bad,” 
Cleo said, lying skillfully. It irritated me 
for Cleo to be so worldly about things 
when here I was a whole year older than 
she. I knew she liked to pretend she had 
really done all the things that she some- 
how managed to gain a little knowledge 
about, like driving a car or all the dif- 
ferent kinds of whiskies or sex. And be- 
cause | was jealous of her knowledge, I 
tried to catch her in a lie whenever I 
could. I thought her last words were a 
lie. 

“I don’t believe you know anything 
about whether it’s bad or not, Cleo,” 
| snapped. “If you did, how come you’re 
not having a baby now?” 

“Oh, Alice Jordan! Sometimes you 
make me so sick! I have a good mind 
not to ever tell you anything again. You 
act so stupid. You don’t have to have a 
baby everytime. Sometimes you do, 
sometimes you don’t. It all depends on 
whether it’s full moon or not.” 

“Well, I still don’t believe you know 
so much about it,” I said huffily, jump- 
ing up from the floor and gathering up 
my coat and books. “I’m going home,” 
| said in a milder voice. “It’s going to 
be dark soon and my mother will 
Ww orry.” 

| had stopped at Cleo’s house, as usual, 
on my way home from school. There 
was no doubt about Cleo’s curiosity or 
smartness, for despite the year’s age dif- 
ference between us, we were in the same 
class at school. In fact, she was smarter 
than anybody in the whole class. She 
was always reading all kinds of books 
und magazines. Her mother and father 
worked all the time and didn’t seem to 
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bother with her too much. So she read 
and smoked and drank beer and fixed 
her own meals and dressed kind of slop- 
py- She looked small and skinny beside 
the rest of the girls in the class, even 
considering that she was a year or two 
younger than the rest. But she was plenty 
smart, so I spent a lot of time with her 
after school, lying on her living room 
floor and talking about all kinds of things 
while her folks were at work. I had 
learned a lot from Cleo. 

And on my way home this particular 
evening I could not help wondering 
again and again if Cleo really knew all 
about it; if it really happened the way 
she said, and if she had done it. And if 
so, with what boy? Cleo never fooled 
around with boys at all. They never 
even seemed to notice her anyway. She 
was lying! She had to be lying! Oh, 
how I wished I knew! 

Mother was worried, as usual, when I 
got home. “I don’t think you should 
spend so much time over at Cleo’s any- 
way,” she said after I had my things put 
up and we had gone through the regular 
business of how it was getting dark ear- 
lier and therefore dangerous for me to 
be on the streets so late and all that. 

“After all,” Mother went on, “her 
parents aren’t even at home. There’s no- 
body there to look after the two of you.” 

“What do we need looking after for?” 
I said hotly. “We don’t have any parties 
or set fire to the curtains or make a lot 
of silly telephone calls asking stores if 
they’ve got Prince Albert in the can or 
stupid stuff like that.” 

“T didn’t say you did, dear,” Mother 
answered apologeticaly, “but after all, 
you are little girls.” 

“We're not little girls,” 
“We're in high school.” 

I ran out of the room quickly before 
we got into another one of those argu- 
ments that we had so often those days. 
I didn’t mean to be cross with Mother, 
but it was getting so I couldn’t help it. 
Mother didn’t want to face the fact that 
we were growing up. “Little girls,” 
humph! If she only knew some of the 
things that Cleo and I talked about, like 
that new stuff today. 

That was another reason why I didn’t 
have time to stop and argue with Mother; 
I had to try to find out more about babies 
and where they came from. I knew it had 
something to do with boys, because for 
the last couple of years Mother had been 
hinting vaguely about “not letting boys 


I snapped. 





paw all over you” and “getting into troy. 
ble.” But now my curiosity was r 
aroused, and as soon as Mother had gone 
out into the kitchen, I scurried back into 
the living room and searched frantically 
through the bookcase for a dusty volume 
on love and marriage that I remembered 
once seeing. Pretty soon I found it and 
dashed into my room, carefully locking 
the door behind me. Quickly scanning 
the table of contents, I discovered the 
language was a little baffling, so | flipped 
to the index to look for certain key words 
1 had heard, but I couldn’t find them, 
There was only one thing left to do: start 
at the beginning and read all the way 
through. I was reading furiously when 
Mother called me to dinner. 

As soon as we had eaten and I had 
washed the dishes, I went back to my 
reading. Mother remarked about how 
nice it was that I was so interested in 
my homework. 

The next day, I cornered Cleo in a hall. 
way at school. “I just want to tell you, 
Miss Smarty Pants, that you were all 
wrong last night about having babies,” 
I said coolly. 

“What do you mean?” Cleo asked 
with infuriated amazement. 

“I mean it hasn’t got anything to do 
with the moon.” Then I told her about 
some of the things I had read. Much of 
it hadn’t made too much sense to me, but 
I could tell Cleo was impressed with 
some of the big words I tossed around. 
I left her standing in the middle of the 
corridor with her mouth wide open and 
flounced off to class. It was a good feel- 
ing to know more about something than 
Cleo did—especially sex. . . . 


EORGE POSTON’S CAR zipped 
along the highway toward the 
Grotto Inn, a roadside house on the edge 
of town that had in a year or so become 
the most popular place in the whole 
county. Cleo sat snuggled so close to 
George in the front seat it seemed as if 
there was one driver with two heads. But 
George was a good driver, just as he was 
good at everything else—his studies, 
football, dancing, dating girls. He was 
the school’s prize catch, and a lot of the 
kids had been mildly surprised when he 
started taking Cleo around. But Cleo had 
changed a lot in two years. Her large, 
black eyes and black hair help set off the 
honey brown of her face, and her figure, 
still slender, had begun to curve softly in 
what was supposed to be the right places. 
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She was, as the boys had begun to notice, 
a real sharp chick, much more careful 
now in her dress than she had been at 
thirteen. 

I had not been so lucky. My face was 
a little more than passable, but my fig- 
use didn’t draw any wolf whistles. It 
was just average. That was the reason 
why I had been so grateful to Freddie 
Thomas for asking to take me out. This 
wasn’t really our first date. Mother had 
let him take me to the movies a couple 
of times and to the high school play. But 
this was really the first big date. It was 
my sixteenth birthday and Freddie had 
wanted to take me to a big jazz concert. 
It started late and was going to end even 
later, so Mother had been a little reluc- 
tant. But when she found out all the 
other kids in my class were going and 
that Freddie and I would be double- 
dating with George and Cleo, she de- 
cided it was all right. 

Now, with the concert over, George 
had suggested that we ride out to the 
Grotto for beer, and Cleo thought it was 
a good idea. Freddie hesitantly asked 
me if it was okay. 

“Listen, you two squares,” Cleo cut in 
tauntingly, “nobody goes right home. 
You either eat or drink or park. Dig?” 

“To the Grotto!” George shouted tri- 
umphantly, and headed the car for the 
highway. 

“Will they really serve us beer?” | 
asked. 

“The Grotto? If you’re big enough to 
walk in, theyll serve you anything 
they’ve got,” George said. 

At the Grotto we had beer and sand- 
wiches and danced a couple of times, and 
then I suggested that we had better get 
started for home because it was pretty 
late. Cleo agreed, despite George’s pro- 
tests, so we got back into the car and 
drove off. 

I took the cue from Cleo now, and 
snuggled a little closer to Freddie. It felt 
warm and nice, like it had when we were 
dancing together and the feel of his 
thythmically moving body next to mine 
had been strangely exciting. As I leaned 
my head against his shoulder now, I had 
a feeling of fondness toward him, and I 
wondered why he had never tried to kiss 
me on any of our dates. Other boys had 
tried it at school and at a few parties, 
and one or two of them had even man- 
aged to do it, even against my will, and 
Thad been annoyed by the feelings their 
kisses had aroused in me, even when | 


did not want them kissing me. 

But Freddie was like none of the 
others. He was gentle and shy, and per- 
haps a little embarrassed by the adoles- 
cent pimples that dotted his face. Girls 
found him unattractive, but I did not. 
After all, he saw something special in me, 
didn’t he, to keep taking me out? I 
thought now that I would not mind if 
Freddie wanted to kiss me. I would let 
him. 

In my pleasant daydream, | must have 
dozed a little, and the next thing that I 
was aware of was the sudden roughness 
of the road, and I realized that we had 
left the highway. For a moment, I was 
frightened that George had lost control 
of the car, and that we were headed for 
a crash. But as I sat upright and looked 
about us, | saw that we had merely 
turned upon a lonely side road. 

“Where are we,” I asked, with more 
apprehension than | had intended show- 
ing in my voice. 

“Don’t tell me you never heard of 
Inspiration Point?” George asked. 

“‘She’s not that square,” Cleo answered 
for me. “She’s just probably never actu- 
ally been out here before.” 

“T sure haven’t,” I said irritably, more 
annoyed by Cleo’s constantly associating 
me with the word square than I was by 
our turning off. But I added quickly: 
“T’ve got to get home.” 

“Well, would you rather kiss Freddie 
goodnight out here or wait until you get 
home where your Mother can peep out 
the door and watch?” Cleo asked, and 
there was irritation in her own voice 
now. I could tell she was thinking again 
about how square I| was. 

“Maybe Alice doesn’t want to kiss me 
at all,” Freddie said, gallantly trying to 
save face for me. 

“Maybe she doesn’t,” George chimed 
in derisively. 

“It’s none of your business whether [ 
want to kiss him or not, George Poston,” 
I snapped, and then felt a little embar- 
rassed. I didn’t want Freddie to think | 
didn’t want to kiss him, but I didn’t want 
George and Cleo to know I did. 

“Suit yourself,” George said, as he 
pulled the car up near the edge of a large, 
moonlit hill and cut the motor. 

“So this is Inspiration Point,” I 
said, awed by both the view and the 
reputation of the hill. 

“Yeah,” George said. “You can get 
a lot of inspiration up here.” And then 


he pulled Cleo to him and kissed her. She 


didn’t seem to resist. 

This was what couples came to Inspira- 
tion Point for. Below us, the neon-lit 
city spread like a giant Christmas deco- 
ration, and cars weaved threads of light 
around its edges. I sat enthralled by the 
sight. 

Suddenly I was aware of Cleo’s taunt- 
ing voice: “Look, if you two can’t find 
anything to do, at least don’t just sit and 
look at us.” 

“I wasn’t looking at you,” I said de- 
fensively, “and we can find plenty to do 
back here, so mind your own business.” 

Defiantly, I snuggled closer to Fred- 
die, and | felt his arms tighten around 
me. It was suddenly very silent in the 
car, and after a few moments of it, I 
raised by head a little to look up into 
Freddie’s eyes. He looked down at me, 
and our faces were very close together. 
Slowly, he bent his head toward me, and 
I raised my lips to his. This was what 
couples came to Inspiration Point for. 

Freddie’s kiss was soft, almost apolo- 
getic, and he pulled away rather quickly. 
Then he placed his cheek along side mine 
and squeezed me tight. I felt happier in 
that moment than at any other time I 
could remember. 

George and Cleo continued their neck- 
ing in the front seat, and after a few long 
moments, there seemed little else for 
Freddie and me to do but kiss again. 
This time, he was more decisive, and as 
I clung to him, I was suddenly aware of 
the deep, silken baritone of George’s 
voice, softly cooing to Cleo in the front 
seat. Strangely, the sound of George’s 
voice, and the softness of Freddie’s kiss 
stirred me. My arms tightened around 
Freddie’s neck; I pressed my mouth 
harder, tortuously against his, and 
slowly Freddie’s ardor rose to match my 
own. His hands moved caressingly, and 
when his lips left mine, they went to my 
cheeks, my hair and my ears. He was 
whispering hoarsely now: “Alice—Alice, 
baby.” 

“Freddie——’” I called, my own voice 
failing me as I gasped for breath. Our 
lips met again and I groaned and 
squirmed under his touch. My mouth 
tight against his, I tried to call out to 
him, to plead, to heed a vague unfamiliar 
longing. 

“Hey! What’s going on back there?” 
A voice cut through from the outside 
world, and I could not distinguish at that 
moment whose voice it was or from 
where it came. (Continued on Page 72 ) 

35 














In a moment of despair, I gave away the child I had borne. But 
a mother’s yearning taught me what a tragic mistake I had 
made. Was I making another in crying, ‘give back my baby ?’ 


WAS SHOPPING in Burry’s department store looking at shoes, when there she 

was right beside me, little black-haired Ida Fern. I couldn’t look away from her, 
my own flesh and blood, my little daughter. 

My daughter, now four years old, yet never to be mine. She wore a tiny scrap of 
a blue dress, her feet stepped along in black patent shoes, and when she finally saw 
me she cried, “Hi, Katherine,” and smiled. 

“Hello, Ida Fern,” I answered. 

“Shopping?” came my Aunt Marion’s voice. “We’re looking for shoes, aren’t 
we darling?” Aunt Marion took my little daughter’s hand. 

“Yes, Mommy,” said Ida Fern, looking up at Aunt Marion, “new shoes for me.” 

“Mommy,” she had said, but not to me, never to me. She was my daughter, I 
had carried her, had felt her first movement, given her birth. But because | had 
given her away, she would never call me mommy. 

Yes, I had given her away. How could | have given her away? 

What I felt must have showed on my face, for she said to my Aunt Marion, “What’s 
the matter with Katherine, Mother. She looks funny.” 

“Nothing dear,” came Aunt Marion’s voice. “Let’s go over and look at these 
dresses first, we might find something we like. Goodbye, Katherine.” And as she 
led Ida Fern away, her eyes seemed to me to say, Be careful, Katherine, don’t give 
it away. 

As soon as | could get away from the salesgirl, | headed blindly home. Give it 
away, I thought, no, I can’t give it away, all my life I have to live this lie. The rest 
of my life it will be with me as my punishment. Seeing Ida Fern grow up just two 
blocks down the street, never being anything but Katherine to her. 

I am Ed’s wife, you see, and may some day bear sons and daughters for him. But 
little Ida Fern, my oldest, can never call them sister and brother. I am only twenty- 
two, but often I feel a great deal older. I, Katherine Jones, was seventeen, going on 
eighteen, in my senior year at Matson High, graduating in three more months when 
this whole thing began. 

“Katherine takes after my sister, Marion,” Mother said to Dad one evening, 

















“quiet and deep.” 

“She’s all right,” Dad replied. 

“But I never know what she’s think- 
ing, she isn’t the least bit—well, social 
minded.” 

“Because she isn’t interested in learn- 
ing to play bridge?” and Father turned 
another page of his book. He was lost 
again in his reading, he lived in his 
world of books, millions of miles away 
from me and Mother. 

Dad was a serious, thoughtful man, 
who never had time for me, time to 
laugh and joke as other girls’ fathers did, 
Alice’s for instance. Alice’s father had 
white hair and was older than my father, 
but he was ready to listen to a joke at any 
time, or to Alice when she had something 
to tell him. 

Sometimes I said, “Alice how can you 
bother your father so with such little 
things, and take up his time?” 

“But he wants his time taken up he 
says,” Alice would laugh. “He says he’s 
interested in me.” 

But my father was always busy, he 
never had time for football games, or 
plays or other school things. I made 
believe I didn’t care, but I did. If he 
loved me enough, I knew he would have 
made time for some of the things I liked 
to do, he would have come out of his 
tight little world and tried to help me in 
mine. 

Mother, too, was not much better. She 
used all her time for playing bridge. 
[here never was any time for me in her 
days. Many days I came home from 
school to find the breakfast dishes still on 
the table. If I had something to tell 
Mother, I had to catch her on the fly 
because she was always gone or going 
some place. 

Now as | walked quickly down the 
street, my heels clicked loudly. Here was 
my own house, blindly I turned in, went 
up the walk, into the door. Usually I 
loved this cozy little house, with the 
covers and curtains I had made myself, 
but today I had reached the breaking 
point. What was I to do? I wanted Ida 
Fern for myself, to bring up, to have in 
my own home, and put to bed at night, 
and love and care for. 

Blindly I sat down at the kitchen table, 
my head in my hands. No tears came, 
but this dreadful ache in my heart was 

a hundred times worse than tears. How 
had I ever come to give up Ida Fern? 
\ hundred times I asked myself, but no 
answer came. Then it all began again to 
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come back, those awful unhappy days of 
my last year in high school, the year it 
all began. 

Like the time when I came home, 
eager to tell mother about the party 
some of the girls had after one of the 
games, and how some of the boys climbed 
over the fence into the backyard after 
midnight, but before I really got started, 
she said, “Oh Katherine, can’t you tell 
me later? I have to hurry, I’m late now, 
tell me all about it when I get back.” And 
she was gone with perfume flying after 
her through the door. 

Aunt Marion who lived on the same 
street a few blocks down wasn’t able to 
help me much either. She was mother’s 
younger sister, married to Uncle Bill, and 
she ran a day nursery, boys and girls up 
to a year old. I was so shy, I always 
made friends the hard way. And my 
looks had never been anything to brag 
about anyway, just plain black hair, 
short thin face, big brown eyes, short 
sighted eyes, so I had to wear glasses. | 
had developed slowly, I knew this be- 
cause one day I had overheard mother 
say to one of her friends, “That child 
just won’t grow up. Why when I was her 
age” and mother stopped to sigh. 

Here her friend broke in, “Yes, when 
you were her age, you were a different 
one all right. All the boys after you, 
remember ?” 

And then mother’s voice again, “Oh, 
well, maybe one of these days.” 

But in my senior year two wonderful 
things happened to me. Alice, a new girl, 
singled me out for her very closest friend. 
And Ed, a studious boy but nice, editor 
of the school paper, and ticket seller at 
all of the basket ball games, saw me one 
fall day just as I was leaving school, and 
fell in beside me. 

“Carry your books?” he asked shyly. 

“Oh yes,” I answered, and he walked 
all the way home with me. We didn’t 
talk much, but just when we reached my 
front porch, he gave me my books, and 
said the most wonderful words I had 
ever heard anyone speak, “Got a date 
for the basketball game Saturday night?” 

“No,” I said, looking up at him. 

“Want to go with me?” he asked, “I 
have to sell tickets, but if you don’t mind 
waiting.” 

“No, oh, no, that is—” I said. 

“You mean you won’t go?” he asked 
quickly. 

I was laughing by then, “No,” I said, 
“I mean I’d not mind waiting, I’d love 





to go, Ed.” 

That was the first of many dates, Bj 
was a quiet boy, dependable. 

He took me to the games or th 
movies, came for me, brought me home, 
but he never kissed me or anything like 
that so I never had anything exciting 
tell Alice, who always told me everything 
that happened on her dates. 

One day I was helping her with her 
homework. 

“Well, Katherine,” she said, “has he 
kissed you yet?” 

“No,” I said, trying to sound as if jt 
were an everyday happening to have, 
boy kiss me. 

“Ed’s all right,” said Alice, “but he’s 
a little slow. Now Alfred, he’s real gone, 
gee I’m crazy about him.” 

Alfred was the football star of Matson 
High, good looking, with his own car, 
and getting a ride in that car was succes 
with a capital S. He dated Alice some 
times, but others too. We all knew he 
would go with his father’s orchestra as 
soon as he was through high, and this 
made him seem fascinating, the things 
he knew, the things he talked about. 

“Well,” said Alice, “he isn’t exactly 
the retiring kind, but most of the kids 
neck on these dates. What about the 
dance Friday night, you going?” 

I remember I made some excuse or 
other, for I had had dancing lessons but 
I never went to the school dances. Later 
when I went home for supper I had a 
surprise. 

Dad said, looking at me, “I think we 
have a birthday coming up, haven’t we?” 

I said eagerly, “Yes, Dad, I'll be eight- 
een next Friday.” 

“Quite a young lady we have here,” 
said dad, glancing at mother, who had 
gotten home just in time for supper, 
“ought to do something to celebrate, how 
about we three going out to the Platter 
and to a show after to celebrate?” 

The Platter, the place in town! 

“Oh, I do wish I could,” mother’s 
voice came, “but the girls . . . I had 
promised to play.” 

And in the same breath I said, “Oh, it 
doesn’t matter, not really.” 

But for once dad insisted. He said, 
“Yes it does matter. Guess that leaves 
just you and me for the party, Kath- 
erine,” he went on. “Let’s make it a date 
Friday night, just us two.” 

I giggled, it was so much fun to have 
Dad like this. 

“Oh yes,” I said, “let’s.” 
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“Get on your best bib and tucker,” 
said dad, “and we'll do up the town.” 

Well, the next few days I felt so happy, 
at last my dad was making over me as 
Alice’s always did over her. My father 
too, wanted to do something nice for 
me, and I was so happy I told Alice the 
next day when we met. 

“Dad is taking me for a birthday 
splurge to the Diamond Horseshoe!” | 
said. “Oh Alice isn’t it wonderful, wants 
me to dress up and all, a real party.” 

“Fine, good for him, kid,” said Alice, 
“*hout time he—that 
quickly in a bright voice, “Me, I’m going 
to the school dance with Alfred.” 

“You are? Lucky you,” I said, and 
meant it too. For I can’t remember feel- 


is,” and then 


ing jealous at all, just what I really meant 
was “lucky me.” Although I couldn’t 
put it into words. Lucky me, to have a 
father that cared enough about me to 
take me out on my eighteenth birthday. 

I planned the next day or so just ex- 
actly what I would wear to my party. 
And when the evening came, | hurried 
home from school. The house was real 
quiet, Mother was at a card party. | 
started getting ready, first a good bath, 
and then I fixed my fingernails. I used 
the new cinnamon red mother had 
started using, swiping the bottle from 
her dresser. I’d put it back later. When 
my fingernails were done I decided to 
do my toe nails too, then I hurried to 
put the bottle back. Such a little thing 
to worry about, getting a nail polish 
bottle back on time. 

With my sheer hose, and my best toe- 
less pumps, my feet looked real smart 
when I was done. Now for my party 
dress. It was a pale, dull red, mother 
had bought it to set off my straight black 
hair, | had made it shine with a good 
brushing. And I decided to leave my 
glasses off for that evening. Without 
them my eyes looked almost black, and 
large, like sooty holes in my thin face. 

Suddenly then I knew this had all 
taken a good deal of time, this getting 
ready. It must be getting late I thought, 
Dad should have been here by now. As 
if on signal, the phone rang. 

I raced down the stairs, switching on 
lights as I went. 

“Hello,” I said breathlessly. 

“Katherine?” It was Dad. 

“Yes, it’s me,” I answered, “it’s me, 
dad. I’m all ready.” 

“I’m so sorry, Katherine,” came Dad’s 
voice, sounding so very reasonable, and 


breaking my heart right there. “I’m 
afraid we'll have to put off our little 
party, dear. There’s a man in town only 
for this one night, and oh, it’s business, 
Katherine—” 

“Call it off?” 

“Yes,” said Dad, “it doesn’t really 
matter so much which night does it, 
Katherine? 
week some night. Okay?” 

I had to swallow before I could talk. 
Not matter? 

“Yes.” I mumbled through a closed 
throat. “Goodbye.” I hung up numbly. 
Even on my birthday, dad didn’t care 
enough about me to make it happy for 


We'll do our party next 


me; they didn’t want me. 
Just then the phone rang again. It was 








with you? You sound so funny. Shall | 
call him then?” 

“Yes, yes, it’s all right,” and I hung up 
for the second time. 

It seemed only a few minutes when a 
car stopped out front and a horn honked 
twice furiously. Ordinarily I’d have been 
out of this world at a chance to go to the 
dance, but now I didn’t feel a thing as | 
ran down the steps, only this funny numb 
feeling. Alfred’s face was cross, he didn’t 
look at me as | got in, and he hadn't 
opened the car door for me. 

“Ready ?” he asked. 

“Guess so,” I answered. 

The rest of the ride to school was si- 
lent. I kept my eyes down, and saw with 
my heart hurting, tears coming to my 


Why did it happen? Whocan say? Maybe I was rebelling 


against my folks. 


Maybe I was looking for excitement. 


Or maybe it was just that I was a fool 


all I could do to lift my hand again and 
take the receiver down and say hello. I 
was so tired all of a sudden. I sat down 
on the bottom step to talk. 

“Hello, hello, is that you, Katherine?” 
It was Alice. 

“Yes, it’s me,” I said. 

“Couldn’t hear you. What’s the mat- 
ter? I could just scream,” she went on. 
“You know the date I had with Alfred 
tonight? Well, here Daddy picks this 
evening of all times to put his foot down 
and say I can’t go to the dance.” Then 
in a whisper, “Have to talk fast or he'll 
hear me.” 

“But why, why won’t he let you go?” 
I asked. 

“Oh, he says I stayed out too late last 
night, you know how those things go, 
kid. But I don’t want Alfred to get too 
mad at me and have to go to the dance 
without a date, so I thought if you'd go 
with him—oh, would you, Katherine? 
Just as a favor to me, kid? Everybody 
else has a date already and—oh, don’t let 


” 


me down... 

“Me?” I said. 

“Yes, say you will and I’ll call him up 
right now.” 

“Go to the dance, with Alfred?” I 
asked. 


“Yes. Look here, what’s the matter 


eyes, the red of my toe nails showing 
through the hose in the open toe of my 
slipper. When I felt the car stop, I looked 
up, and suddenly Alfred was looking at 
me with my black shining hair, big eyes 
and red dress. A long wolf whistle came 
from his lips. 

“Well, baby,” he said, very low, 
“where’ve you been all my life? Hey, 
you're a knockout.” 

I sat perfectly still as the tears rolled 
down my face. 

“Here, here, what’s the matter, 
honey ?” he said. And he handed me his 
handkerchief. “Say,” he went on, “let’s 
not go in yet, what say? Give you time 
to dry those tears. Never say I make 
them cry.” And he laughed. 

He started the car just as a gang of 
kids came up, and we were away from 
the curb before they had a chance to see 
me crying. Soon we were out of town, 
I remember how cool the wind felt on 
my face. 

Alfred slowed the car down and pulled 
off the highway into the little gully near 
the road there. I heard the motor die as 
he pulled the key from the ignition 
switch. Then he turned to me. 

He gave me a quick look, then he put 
(Continued on Page 68 ) 
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PULL IN THOSE INCHES 


CONTROL YOURSELF 


#3130 SKIN TIGHT 

You'll ye in pants 
or an eise — when 

you tame vour hips and thi 

in these light-as-a feather 

tight pants in 


30” waist. 
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NEEDS YOUR HELP 
TODAY 


More than 500,000 chil- 
dren with damaged hearts 
look to medical research... 
supported by the Heart 
Fund...for a brighter 
tomorrow. 


Their hearts need your help 
today. Give generously. 
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N RICHMOND, VA., sleep-weary Linwood Robinson went home, undressed, 
crawled into bed, and wound up getting six months in jail. Reason: the home 
he chose wasn’t his own, it belonged to Mr. and Mrs. Thomas Gillison. 


* * * * 


In Charleston, S. C., massage parlor operator Robert J. Mitchell drew a $100 fing 
after a plainclothes detective discovered that Mitchell’s 1 masseuse was offering more 
than massages to gents inside the place. 


* * * * 


Near Black Mountain, N. C., four motorists were fined $15 each for driving 
50 miles an hour in a 20-mile-an-hour zone despite the explanation of one defendant, 
Harvey Tate, driver of a hearse, that the foursome was part of a funeral procession 
en route to Charlotte, and they were trying to keep the deceased from being late for 
the services. 


* * * * 


In St. Paul, Minn., as Russia’s first satellite soared into outer space, painter Sam 
Watkins promptly took advantage of the signs of the times, named his newborn son 
Sputnik Eisenhower Watkins. 

* * * * 

In Detroit, 50-year-old Sam Brown was discovered down and out in a downtown 
street, but stoutly protested his soberness to police. Said he: “Seven beers, five shots 
and a few chasers couldn’t have made me drunk with my years of experience.” 


* * * * 


In Kingston, Jamaica, Mannasah Thomas, 50, defended himself against charges 
of counterfeiting with the declaration: “God would strike me down dead if I am not’ 
telling the truth.” Two hours later, he collapsed and died. 


* * * * 


In Toledo, Ohio, Clarence Frison had his car demolished when it stalled on the 
New York Central railroad tracks, had insult added to injury in the form of a $912 
damage suit filed against him for the harm done the locomotive in the crash. 


* * * * 


In Detroit, 29-year-old Melvin C. Lawson staggered into a business establishment, 
demanded first class service and promised not to leave until he got it. He was lucky 
he didn’t get it. He was in a funeral parlor. 


* * * * 


In San Francisco, the narcotics trial of George K. Low, 47, had to be postponed 
when the evidence—two bags containing $5,000 worth of opium—was stolen from 
the courtroom where the trial was taking place. 


* * * * 


In Racine, Wis., after his 1951 Cadillac hit a utility pole, then careened 100 feet 
into a brick wall when he fell asleep at the wheel, foundry worker Robert Hickom- 
bottom climbed out of the wreckage miraculously unhurt, credited his good fortune 
to the four live rabbit’s feet on the animal he had found on the highway only minutes 
before the accident. 
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EEBRUARY: 


the month for hearts & flowers 


URING THIS MONTH of Holidays, try a 
new twist with foods. Instead of the usual 
red hearts, try easy-to-make chocolate 
hearts. made from Nestle’s Chocolate 
Bits. Write TAN for recipes, 


and party suggestions. 








Glazed Apple Roll-Ups 


Autumn Apple Bread 








Tavern Baked Apples Apple Candy 
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My HAT A WONDERFUL APPLE CROP there has been 
this year! Well over 116 million bushels, bright colored 
i full of juice. They’re low in calories, high in nourish- 
ent, and reasonable in price. 
Apples are pleasant to start off the day. Applesauce makes 
Pfine breakfast fruit dish. Apple griddle cakes or stewed 
ples with your cereal are delicious. And fresh apple muffins 
with coffee or milk will make a perfect breakfast ending. 
© For lunch or dinner, use apples for salads or desserts. Com- 
them with vegetables and meats. Apple relish will stim- 
fe the appetite. Add apples to flaked tuna, chopped cooked 
Spork, ham, veal, chicken, turkey, nuts or diced cheese to make 
eregular or jellied salads. For mid-meal hunger pangs, an 
apple is just the thing. And apple pie or baked apple are 
true dessert favorites. 
-Fresh apples will make fine applesauce, apple slices and 
other products, canned for year-round use. Shown on these 
pages are many apple dishes. Recipes are on Page 82 





Fried Apples with Chicken and Cream Gravy 





French Apple Pudding Baked Apples Alaska Baked Apples with Lemon 
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735 IS THE TIME of the year 
every woman’s wardrobe seems 
have a tired, weary appearance, 
rightfully so, too, because the in-betwe 
reasons is an awkward time, fashi 
wise. There is little one can do abou 
seasons, as that is nature’s job, but ¥ 
it comes to refreshing the wardr 
every woman with a bit of imagina 
and the ability to sew can make h 


3 \ New style sack dress buttons down the 
\ back. Dress can also be made with draw- 
\ string belt. Pattern No. 8588; sizes 10-18; 


EX 65¢. 


csi 


Shirtwaist blouse is worn with t 

pants. Blouse Pattern No. 7957; sizes li 

20; 35¢. Pants Pattern No. 8341; 
sizes 24-32; 50¢. 


ae! ss 








drobe of season-spanners that will 


ghten both wardrobe and spirit. 


v2 


lay, sewing has been made easy 
h the help of good sewing smaciiios 
attachments that work miracles 


ie all sorts of tricks. Most com- 


es have sewing schools and will teach 
jow to make anything you desire, 
o will give help with the selection 


04 


patterns and materials. For the price 


Separates outfit has shaped overblouse, 


# 
ae 


ow sleeves, box pleated skirt. Pat- 
0. 8521; Junior sizes 9-15, misses’ 
12-18; 50¢. 


of one good dress, you can make a ward- 
robe of season-spanners, and even have 
whatever you need for the Easter parade. 

Start your plans by selecting the pat- 
terns you wish, then you can determine 
the amount of materials needed. Mate- 
rials are plentiful in all weights and 
weaves, and colors are available to please 
everyone. We have selected for you a 
number of smart, up-to-the-minute crea- 


Fluid silhouette is shown in bloused-back 

dress with side seam pockets and inverted 

pleat at back. Pattern No. 8374; sizes 
12-20; 75¢. 


tions by Advance Patterns, that have 
interchangeable possibilities. Most of 
the patterns offered can be used to create 
several styles in a variety of materials 
that will put new life in the early spring 
wardrobe. Feel free to write TAN’s 
Home Service Department about any of 
your sewing needs, and see Page 51 for 
Advance Pattern order blank for styles 
shown on these pages. 


Three-piece suit was designed 


by Edith 
Head_ of Hollywood. Consists of 


jacket 
Pattern No. 8049; 
10-18; 506. 


vest and skirt. sions 
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\en 4v¢ Women 


with lovely, lustrous, thrilling hair appearance! 









Raveen’s new scientific formula 



















works to help stop dry scalp, 
splitting hair, breaking ends 


If you've been looking am 
looking for something that wo 
* glorify your hair and give 
more beautiful and glamoro 
appearance, RAVEEN may be the 
answer to your prayers. RAVEEN gets 
to work on that dry, itchy, scaly scalp and 

helps Nature to give you the appearance that goes 

with shining billows of 

long, lustrous hair you've 
always wanted. If the length of 
your hair has been affected by its 
undue dryness, you owe it to 
yourself to try RAVEEN on 
our generous no risk offer. 





Mail coupon for no risk offer! 
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Try RAVEEN according to direc- 44! risk offer. 
tions. If not completely satisfied, re- 4] [71 enclose $1.20 C0 Send C.O.D. plus postage 
turn unused portion of jar and full © — al 
purchase price will be immediately 
refunded. | Address 

| City State 











COMING OUT 
WITH A BANG 


B ANGS are in style—but can you wear 

them? Usually your beautician can give 
the answer, but it is best to know the con- 
tour of your face, and just how effective 
bangs will be. Take these facts into con- 
sideration before embarking on a hair style 
with bangs. 

The perfect face is oval-shaped and will 
look good with almost any hair style. The 
round, broad face usually needs lengthen- 
ing, and slick hairdos that give height are 
best. The perfect face for bangs is the nar- 
row chin and broad, high forehead. This 
type of face can be made to look oval by 
covering the forehead with soft bangs, hold- 
ing the hair closely to the head above the 
ears. 

Shown on these pages are hair styles by 
Frenchie Casimir of New York, designed 
to show how smartly bangs can be worn. 


Without cutting long hair to a shorter length, a clever, soft, 
deep rolled bang can be achieved (top). Style can be altered. 


Finished style of the long bang (l.) has a sleek face-thinning 
effect and will be easy to keep after the initial styling. 


For those who prefer shorter hair (c.), bangs can be combed 
down at a moment’s notice, into deep but soft round curls. 


For a different version, the beautician has combed the long hair 
(r.) and bangs into the old, yet new “Gibson Girl” style. 
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blamorous 
Bathrooms 


{7 HEN SPRING is around the corner 
and the house begins to look dreary, 
there are always things to do that will 
brighten up the whole place. Let’s start with 
the bathroom. Maybe it is unsightly and 
seeds a lot of fixing, so why not explore 
new ideas and see just what can be done. 
Perhaps a new paint job and some wall 
paper and accessories will help. There are 
ome new and lovely ones that will work 
wonders at budget prices. Or maybe one of 
the new and exciting custom-styled shower 
and tub enclosures will make the room more 
jttractive. Whatever the problem is, there 


an answer with the new ideas and fixtures 
available today. Shown on this page are un- 
usual ideas to glamourize your bathroom. 
























A clever idea, using mirrors and bam. 
boo screen for a built-in dressing 
table. It saves space, adds beauty. 


New oval hamper with matching waste- 
basket is made of plastic vulcanized fibre. 
Handle swings down to make towel rack. 


A showerwall is made attractive with use 
of “Grape Vine,” pattern of wild grape- 
vines against gold threaded background. 
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| What About 
' Baby Sitters? 


‘By Dr. Edward W. Beasley 


Instructor In Pediatrics 
Northwestern University 

#qy7 HAT ABOUT baby-sitters?” 
That is one of the most fre- 
que tly asked questions a pediatrician 
s. While there is no real set answer, 
occurs to me that there are some 
ral principles that the parent should 
insider in hiring any person to take 

of their children. 

| First, there is the question of the sit- 
br for one evening only, or any other 
gmporary period of time. Definitely a 
other should be able to leave her child. 
wen a young baby four or five months 
with a qualified person while she 
es in a movie or some other form of 
eae recreation and diversion. While there 
fare fewer factors to be considered, the 
(parent must be just as careful in select- 
ing a sitter. The neighborhood cut-up 
would not be quite as good a choice as 
another neighbor who is the teen-age 
1 bam. § sister of a couple of young brothers or 
essing § sisters and who is possibly more stable. 
eauty. For an evening, more than likely the 
sitter will not have the chore of meal 
preparation and if a formula feeding is 
necessary it is understood that the for- 

mula will be prepared beforehand. 

The second question arises with the 
full time baby-sitter. With more and 
more women holding down full time 
jobs, not only to supplement the family 
income, but actually in many cases to 
maintain the family, this baby-sitter has 
aposition of much greater responsibility. 
She must be a person with whom the 
mother can feel comfortable leaving her 
children: warm, responsive, mature in 
her judgment. Most of all, she must like 
children for themselves. Clinical effi- 
ciency is not nearly as desirable as the 
old-fashioned motherly ty pe who can rock 
acrying baby or kiss a bruised knee. 

Itis hard for a youngster to get used 
to frequent changes in the person who 
lakes care of him. It is very important 
that the person selected to take the moth- 
er's place in the home be reliable and 
meet the highest possible standards. 

A further word: Be as considerate of 
the sitter as you want her to be of you. 





Pay her a fair wage, and return home 
when you say you will. 


“I make sure I'll be 
satisfied —I always buy 
a BRAND that’s made 
a NAME for itself!”’ 


FOUR WAYS BRANDS SATISFY 


BUY WITH TRUST! Spend confidently on known 
quality. Brand Names wear best, work best, 
taste best, are best. 


SHOP WITH EASE! Spend efficiently on proved 
value. Brand Names save time “puzzling” 
over labels, models, prices, etc. 

ENJOY MORE CHOICE! Spend shrewdly among 
widest selections. Brand Names offer the most 
in sizes, types, colors, flavors, etc. 


GET THE “LATEST”! Spend smartly on up-to- Advertisers in this magazine are 
date products. Brand Names keep improving, good names to know. They’re proud 


modernizing, introducing new things. 


of their brands ’cause they satisfy so 





IMITATION WANT TO MAKE MEN LOVE YOU? 
DIAMOND RINGS LAMOUR LOVE DROPS 


Beautiful Solitaire and Wedding 

wa Ting set with jorere.. imitation 2 

B Piate or Sterling Silver SEND 
MONEY Postman on 


01 * delivery 
plus Federal Tax and 
on Money. 


you are not C 
-Back IED within 10 

Clerk Ring Ce., Dept. 2 
ms 


$2 right back. Write NO 


PERFUME— 

> table aroma attracts 

and holds love, never fails! Be 
i love you. 


$1.95 =<" $2.95 Get'that special charm be ‘eve 
- e m. 


glam- 


I'll send your 
iw. 


14s j 
Milwaukee Av..Chicage 47, 11, LAMOUR CO., Dept. 21, 220 W. 42 St., N.Y. 36 














“With God 


All Things Are Possible!’ 


Are you facing difficult Problems? Poor Health? Money or Job Troubles? 


Love, Family Troubles? Are you worried about some one dear to you? Is 
some one dear to you Drinking too Much? Do you ever get Lonely—Unhappy 
—Discouraged? Would you like more Happiness, Success and “Good 


Fortune” in Life? 


If you have any of these Problems, or others like them, dear friend, then 
here is wonderful NEWS—NEWS of a remarkable NEW WAY of PRAYER 
that is helping thousands to glorious NEW happiness and joy! Whether you 
believe in PRAYER or not, this remarkable NEW WAY may bring a whole 


NEW world of happiness and joy to you—and very, very quickly, too! 


So don’t wait, dear friend. You will surely bless this day—so please don’t 
delay! Just clip this Message now and mail with your name, address and 6c 
in stamps to LIFE-STUDY FELLOWSHIP, Box 5202, Noroton, Conn. We 
will rush this wonderful NEW Message of PRAYER AND FAITH to you by 


AIR MAIL absolutely FREE! 

















New Hair Straightening Discovery 
Puts Perma-Strate Years Ahead! 


Amazing New N-77 Neutralizer 


is Faster! Better! Easier to Use! 






Neutralizer acts fast .. 


absolutely no burn. . 
tees . 


cream hair straightener. 


No matter what you've ever tried before, now 
see how simple it is to have soft, easy-to-man- 
natural-looking straight hair the modern 
Perma-Strate way. See how softly and smoothly 
Perma-Strate Cream straightens hair . 
see how quickly and easily new Perma-Strate 
N-77 Neutralizer acts to keep hair softly straight 
so that it can be dressed in any style. New N-77 
- gives all-over hair 
penetration to perfectly complete your Perma- 
Strate hair straightening treatment... 
- no redness... 
irritation. Constant research once again guaran- 
. NOTHING COMPARES WITH PERMA- 
STRATE, the original and world’s largest selling 


. and 


with 


no scalp 


Every Perma-Strate kit 
includes both Perma 
Shampoo and the amaz- 
ing new N-77 Perma- 
Strate Neutralizer. Try 
it today! 


Only $2 plus tax for Complete Kit! 











CREAM HAIR STRAIGHTENER 


as recommended by 
Dorothy Donegan 
and Bill Doggett 





If druggist can't supply, write 
Perma-Strate, 271 Vance, Memphis, Tenn. 


Hair Dry? Brittle? Get Perma-Strate HAIR SHEEN (Hair Conditioner) 
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Gypsy Bait Oil 


OR NO 
COST 


MAKES FISH BITE 


Mysterious aroma of Gypsy Fish 
Base Oil Compound makes smell 
feeding fish wild through thou- 
sands of smell organs ee 
their bodies. One potent dro; 
artificial or live bait draws in 
or salt water whether you still ee 
with pole, cast, spin or troll. 
Really works. Only $1.98 (3 . 
$4.98). Cash orders postpaid. I 
O.D. postage extra, Draws fish 
to your bait or money back. 
FREE. Handy large water resistant pouch with every 
bottle. Order from: 


WALLING KEITH CHEMICALS, Inc. 
Dept. 723-8 Birmingham 1, Alabama 





SAVE *100°° a Year 


AUTOMATICALLY --- 
and Never Be “‘Broke!”’ 


FORCES you to save $100.00 
With each Perpetual 
Date and Amount Bank. 
25e a day keeps Date 
“g up to date. Also totals 
amount saved. Makes 
jyou save every day, or 
Calendar won’t change 
-date. Use year after 
‘year. Start now. Order 
, . $3.50. Now 
n -99 each; 3 for 
; 12 for $20 ppd. 
Mail cash, check or 
M.0. to LEE-CRAFT, 
Dept. TN, 300 Albany 
Ave., Brooklyn 18, N.Y. 
Prompt delivery! 
















YOUR PRAYER CROSS! 


> Praying for God’s 






ee, symbolic ef the Lord, also 
symbol of your Praying Hands, 
with ths Powerful Perpetual Blessing Prayer in Latin, 
pleading for God's Heip—‘‘O Lord Protect Me from Mis- 
fortune, Sickness, tom & Evil, & Bless ate fe Gain My 
neouray 


Spiritually Helped, Comforted, for Peace, Happiness! A 
Holy reminder of the ancient Prayer Crosses Blessed by 
Christian martyrs! Better, Hap- 
pier Life! On {8 inch Chain. $. 
$3.98 & Postage. Money Back Guaranteed. 
Dept. 3, P. S$. BUREAU CO., Box 72, 
Gen. P. O., BROOKLYN, N.:Y. 




















Save up to 75% S 
100 ,2;. RIBBONS | t 
Here is unbeatable Value! 


Ten different ten-yard rolls 4" to 
1’. Variety of beautiful colors in 
washable and gift-tie ribbons. 
100 =~ for onl 














FR FE Twenty yards of lovely Laces, Eye- 
postpaid or C.O.D. plus png 


Money k if not fully delighted! 
let, Trimmings. Two-yard lengths 
CATALOG MONEY BACK GUARANTEE. 


20 yards of LACE S190 
SEND FOR fatnearas 
34" to 2” wide. Order NOW. 
WOTRING CO., Catasauqua 


32 , Penna. 
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TALK 


By Jane Walters 


bemmeipioed IS A MONTH filled with 

strong emotions. For February 14), 
the undisputed day when love runs ramp 
ant. It’s great fun to give valentines an 
more fun to receive them. There js, 
cute custom to remember—don’t sig 
your name, just leave “em guessing 
However, if there is too much doubt ip 
mind, you can revert to nicknames, 

Valentines come in all sizes, shapes 
and forms, varying from the very fen. 
inine, frilly lace creations to the humor. 
ous and comical cards, sparked with gay, 
witty verses. 
equally as delightful as commercial val: 
entines. Use traditional colors of red 
and white. Add a bit of lace from paper 
doilies, sprinkle with glittering sequins 
and presto—you have your own “orig. 
The sentimental appeal of valen- 
tines makes them extremely popular for 
all ages. 

Your valentine will convey a barrel of 
meaning. It can be a message of undying 
love, or just a thoughtful greeting toa 
dear friend. 
express your affection, friendship or 
love, in a personal way. Try your hand 
at verse writing and bring to light your 
poetic abilities, for the sentimental ap- 
peal of valentines makes them extremely 
popular for all ages. 

One of the nicest ways to show affec- 
tion for a friend is to act as a “secrél 
pal” the week before Valentine’s Day. 
The cloak of secrecy becomes more mys 
terious with each day’s gift, and the re 
cipient vainly tries to guess the identity 
of its silent admirer. For instance, on 
Monday your gift might be several candy 
bars tied with a gay ribbon; Tuesday, 
several packages of note paper for school; 
Wednesday, a favorite magazine; Thurs 
day, a pretty initialed hankie, and on the 
last “V-Day” reveal your identity and 
send one of the prettiest cards you can 
find, accompanied with a tiny corsage 
or single rose boutonniere. It’s a refresh 
ing way to show true friendship for 4 
person you like and respect, and he ot 
she need not necessarily be your steady. 


Homemade varieties are 


inal.” 


It is exclusively yours to 


















's 


illed with 
ary 14%, 
ins Tramp 
tines and 
1ere is 4 
n't sign 
Zuessing. 
doubt in 
1es, 
. Shapes 
ery fen- 
> humor. 
vith gay, 
ties are 
cial yal- 
of red 
m paper 
sequins 
n “orig: 
f valen- 
ular for 


arrel of 
undying 
ng toa 
ours to 
ship or 
ur hand 
ht your 
ital ap- 
tremely 


w affec- 
“secret 
's Day. 
re mys 
the re- 
identity 
nce, on 
| candy 
1esday, 
school; 
Thurs- 
on the 
ty and 
ou can 
orsage 
efresh- 
, for a 
he of 
steady. 





ahead and sign, Willie,” the valet said. 
“Remember your public.” 

“Yeah,” Willie said. 

He paused a moment, as if thinking 
sbout something. Then he said: “Tell you 
what, Linda: suppose you collect all the 
cub’s autograph books and wait outside. 
When I’m through changing, you come in 
ad I'll sign. Then you can distribute the 
hooks at the next meeting—” 

“We meet tomorrow afternoon,” I said. 
“Sunday.” 

“Fine.” Wee Willie said. 

“You think that’s a good idea?” the valet 
asked, a worried look suddenly clouding his 
face. 

“Sure. Don’t you?” Wee Willie snapped 
out the question. 

“If you say so. boss,” 
He was an insignificant little guy. poorly 
dressed. It was easy to see that he was com- 
pletely dominated by Wee Willie. 

The other members of the club were dis- 
appointed by the arrangement Wee Willie 
had suggested. but they knew there was 
nothing else we could do. Me?—I was 
thrilled by the prospect of being in the 
dressing room alone with Wee Willie. As I 
herded the other girls out of the room, my 
heart was racing and my head was full of 
questions I wanted to ask Wee Willie. 

I had a pretty good voice and I could 
dance. | wanted to make a career in show 
business. I wanted Wee Willie to tell me 
how to get started. Maybe I could sing with 
his band some day. I was seventeen, going 
on eighteen. I was a senior in high school. 
Gee—suppose he'd me a_ break. 
Wouldn’t all the girls be jealous of me 
then? 

How foolish we think 
we're carried away. | 
celebrity-crazy. My 
lived in a small house on the edge of town 
(my father was in the Navy—we didn’t see 
him often). had tried to tell me that I was 
wasting my time. always listening to rec- 
ords, singing all over the place. practicing 
theatrical gestures in front of the mirror. 
But what did she know. her with all that 
“Devil” talk. 

After about a half-hour. the valet left 
Wee Willie’s dressing room. He came up to 
me and said. “The man will see you now.” 

“Thank you.” I said. starting toward the 
door. 

“Oh, Miss.” the valet called after me. 
“Look—don’t make a fool out of yourself.” 

I was puzzled. “What are you talking 
about?” 

The valet shook his head resignedly. “Oh. 
nothing. Better hurry. Don’t keep the man 
waiting.” 


I hurried. 


the valet replied. 


give 


sometimes when 


was stage-struck, 


mother. with whom I 


WEE WILLIE WAS SIPPING a drink 


when I entered. He looked up at the 








Rock ’N’ Roll Ruined My Life 


(Continued from Page 19) 


sound of the door opening. He had changed 
into a sharp brown suit and sports shirt, 
flared wide at the neck. His hair was neatly 
in place. He was handsome. 

“Hey, little girl,” he said. “C’mon in. 
Make yourself at home.” 

“I’m Linda Stuart. I- 

“How could I forget you. Linda? You 
think I could forget a pretty little girl like 
you?” 

I felt blood rushing to my head. I was 
blushing with embarrassment. 

“T’m—lI'm not such a little girl,” I stam- 
mered. 

“You're right.” Wee Willie said. “You’re 
not. You’re a big girl and you’re beautiful. 
Have a drink. Scotch.” 

“ve never- 

“Oh, one won’t hurt you, Linda. It’s re- 
laxing.” 

“But—” 

“But. nothing. Be my guest.” 

He began pouring from a bottle into a 
glass. He poured in a little water from an 
iced pitcher and handed it to me. 

“Now.” he said. “Make yourself com- 
fortable while I sign the autograph books.” 

Momentarily I had forgotten the pack of 
autograph books I held under my arm. I 
handed them to him then took a seat in a 
rickety old chair in the dressing room. 

Wee Willie found his pen inside his coat 
pocket, rapidly signed his name. then put 
the books aside. 

“Now, let’s talk. How did you enjoy the 
music?” 

“IT loved it.” 

The liquor made me feel strange, but 
good. I gradually lost my nervousness and 
began enjoying my conversation with Wee 
Willie. We talked about everything. 

I finally got around to my career ambi- 
tions and Wee Willie promised to audition 
me. 

“Tf I like your sound.” he said. “maybe 
I'll put you in my band after you finish high 
school.” 


I was thrilled and Wee Willie knew it. He 


took advantage of it. He poured another 
drink for me. We sat and sipped and talked 
until Wee Willie had to go to make a final 
check-up with the dance hall manager. He 


told me to wait. that he would take me 
home. 
If I had been smart. I would have headed 


home right then. But my mind was already 
beginning to lose its sharpness. if. indeed 
there ever had been any. and besides Reg- 
gie had left just as I told him. All th 
bers of the WWW Fan Club had gone. too 


wavs 


ern 
mem- 


It was very late and I lived a long 
from the dance hall. It was so nice of Wee 
Willie to take me home—or so I thought 
After a while. he was back. “Ready. 
honey?” I said I was. “Well, let’s go.” 
He escorted me out of the dance hall. I 


remember that I was walking a bit un- 








ADVANCE PATTERNS 


may be purchased in leading department stores 


—or send in the following coupon: 


TAN MAGAZINE 


HOME SERVICE DEPARTMENT 
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From One 
Woman To 
Another... 





You can’t beat TAN’s Home Service Sec- 
tion for that personalized feminine approach 
to the latest trends in fashions, beauty and 
modern living. 

Prepared by Home Service Director Freda 
DeKnight, here is a magazine section de- 
signed just for you. 


And it’s here every month in TAN. 
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Naturally Healthy Normal Hair GROWS from 
the HAIR ROOTS in YOUR SCALP. The condi- 
tion of your hair often depends heavily on the 
matural health of your scalp. Years ago, 
DOCTOR CARNOT invented a medicated tar 
formula called CARBONOEL which is mixed 
with many proven beneficial ingredients. 
CARBONOEL is such a strong, powerful 
antiseptic and does such fine work in helping 
an ITCHY, BUMPY, DANDRUFFY scalp that 
many DOCTORS regard it highly and PRES- 
CRIBE it for many scalp troubles. Many 
annoying externally caused scalp conditions 
are greatly relieved by the use of this Triple 
strength tar formula. Write for this DOCTOR’S 
GENUINE SCALP FORMULA now. It will be 
sent to you all mixed and ready to use. USE 
IT FOR 7 DAYS, and if you are not satisfied, 
your money back, Pay only $1.59 on delivery. 
This includes everything. Don’t pay a penny 
more. You get it will full directions. Use the 
finest MEDICATED SCALP FORMULA your 
money can buy. Your hair and scalp deserve 
fine care, Just send your name and address 
to — GOLD MEDAL HAIR PRODUCTS INC. 
Dept YC-2, Sheepshead Bay, Brooklyn 35, N.Y. 
NOTE:- THIS FORMULA carries a 100% 
written money back guarantee. 





WRINKLES GONE! 


LOOK 


MANY YEARS YOUNGER 
tae we 
3 /ER—This is the 

sensational liquid that a, 
you heard beauty editors ~ ¢ 
rave about. It won’t banish . 

a 

Co 





wrinkles forever BUT we 
do say it will remove 
wrinkles for a period of 
about 6 to ours — 
(wonderful for that spe- 
cial date). Works instantly. 


SPECIAL OFFER! Return this ad with $1 and receive 


a regular $2.50 bottle prepaid. 
LECHLER, 560 Broadway, T-2, New York 












ILLBET’? 


YOU'LL MAKE MONEY 
SHOWING MY DRESSES! 


My dresses are so stunning, so up-to- 
the-second in style, such wonderful 
values ... that I'll “‘bet’’ $1.00 your 
friends and neighbors won’t be able to 
resist ordering them from you. What 
do you risk in this friendly “‘bet’’? 
ABSOLUTELY NOTHING! And, 
you can earn up to $1.50, $2.00 
...even $5.00 in an hour, plus 
beautiful dresses of your own 
Selection as an extra reward. 

_ YOU DON'T RISK A SINGLE 

Sy” PENNY — NOW OR EVER 

¥ Nothing for you to buy! No experi- 
ence needed. If showing my gor- 
geous creations doesn’t bring you 
easy money, just write and tell 
me so. I'll promptly send you a 
™ crisp, new $1.00 bill for my 
™ having lost the “bet.” If 7 win 
™ —wel!, you'll win, too, because 
you'll be making spare-time 





























steadily and the manager of the dance hall 
gave us a curious look as we passed through 
the front door. 

“President of my fan club,” Wee Willie 
explained over his shoulder. 

“Goodnight. Willie,” the manager said. 

Wee Willie owned a Cadillac. the biggest 
one I’d ever seen, painted snow white. I’d 
never ridden in a Cadillac, before. It 
seemed so nice, so luxurious. In spite of my- 
self, I gazed all around the car, wonder- 
ingly. noting the expensive appointments, 
the class of it. 

“Like it?” Wee Willie asked. 

“Love it.” I said. 

“Well. then,” he said, “let’s go for a 
ride.” 

“But—” 

“But. nothing, honey,” he protested. “I’m 
going to take you home. Your mother’s 
sleep now anyway. So we just as well enjoy 
ourselves. Look—I brought something you 
like.” 

“What?” 

He showed me. 

“Scotch.” 


T WAS A PLEASANT late summer 

’ night. full of moonlight and warmth. The 
ride stirred a welcome breeze as Wee Willie 
sped the car away from Jack’s, on through 
the deserted streets of Bakersfield, and out 
to the main highway. Suddenly I remem- 
bered something: 

“Thought you had to make another en- 
gagement.” 

“Oh, that.” Wee Willie said, laughing. “I 
had to tell that mob something. I’m playing 
in Fresno tomorrow night. Got plenty of 
time. Just you and me. honey.” 

I don’t know what got into me, but I 
craved another drink. Wee Willie told me 
I'd find paper cups in the glove compart- 
ment. I did. He gave me the bottle of 
Scotch. I poured a stiff one. I liked the 
slight burning sensation I felt inside as 
the whiskey fired me. I also felt a strange 
desire welling up inside me and I felt lone- 
ly sitting way over there by the right door. 
Suddenly I wanted to be closer to Wee 
Willie. I wanted his arms around me. I 
snuggled closer. “That’s right, honey.” he 
said. “Come over into this county with me.” 

I don’t know how long we drove. But 
apparently Wee Willie knew where he was 
going, for after a while we slipped into a 
secluded spot and parked. 

Wee Willie turned off the motor, 
switched the radio to soft, sweet music, 
then said: “Now, let’s get acquainted.” 

With his strong right arm, he pulled me 
to him and kissed me. On the mouth. Hard. 
“T could love you for the rest of my life,” 
he said. Desire was hot within me. I was 
discovering things about myself I had never 
known before, new wants, new cravings. I 
always had been a good girl, now I wanted 
to be bad. Wee Willie helped me. He kissed 
my lips, my eyes, my ears, my throat. He 
held me, tight. We were as close as though 
we had been melted together. I thought I 
had been in love with Reggie, but the feel- 


ing I had had for him was nothing like th, 
flaming passion I knew now. When Will 
said, “Honey, let’s get into the back seat_ 
it’s more comfortable there.” I was eage, 
to do anything he asked of me... . 


V HEN WE DROVE up to my house, tly 

clock in the car said it was 4:30 ap 
I never had been out so late before. but | 
didn’t care. I didn’t care what Mother said 
Let her fuss and fume. I had enjoyed th 
night. beyond all my wildest dreams. It had 
been wonderful. First the music and th 
dancing. Then meeting Wee Willie Wi. 
iams. Talking with him. having a drink with 
him. going for a thrilling ride with him, b. 
longing to him, heart, soul and body. This 
had been only the first time, the first nigh, 
but I knew I could never love anyone els 
the way I loved Willie. I knew that ther 
could never be another man who cowl 
make love like him. I never wanted anothe 
man but Willie. 

Long minutes. I hung onto him. I didn’ 
want to leave him. Yet I had to. I felt like 
those kids at the dance who cried, “More! 
More! More!” I never wanted this date to 
end. 

But it had to. 

“Linda,” Willie said as we parted, “this 
was the most enjoyable night of my life 
I’m coming back for you as soon as I can, 
I'll call you after the dance tomorrow 
night.” 

“Don’t forget.” I said. “I love you.” 

“Love you, too, honey.” 

He kissed me once more, his hand for- 
dling my back, and then he was gone. | 
stood there in our front yard, listening as 
the purring sound of the powerful Cadillac 
motor faded in the distance. Then I turned 
. . . and ran into Reggie. 

“What—what are you doing here?” 

“Waiting for you.” Reggie said. 

“What business do you have waiting for 
me at this hour of the night?” 

“Because I wanted to know what hap 
pened.” Reggie said. “I’m your guy, remen: 
ber—” 

“Not anymore you're not,” I said. 

“Oh. so you went for the fruit.” 

“No I didn’t.” I lied. 

“That’s not what one of the girls told me. 
I heard how he tricked you into staying 
alone and sent everyone else out of the 
dressing room. I’ll bet you were as easy a 
pie, as easy as a hick-town babe being 
taken by a city slicker.” 

“Tell you one thing, Reggie,” I said 
angrily, “Willie’s no fruit. He’s a better 
man than you’ll ever be.” 

“So you know, huh?” 

“Yes! I know. And I’m glad.” 

“You'll be sorry.” 

“Not so you'll notice it.” 

“No,” Reggie said, “I won’t be noticing 
it. I don’t like little sluts who lose thei 
heads over the two-bit bandleaders.” 

With that, Reggie left. I was so mad 
could have killed him. I had felt so good 
and he had to spoil it for me. Him and his 
hicktown ways! 
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Fortunately, Mother was sound asleep. I 
apeaked into the house, undressed and went 
to bed. 

It was 10 a.m. when she awakened me to 
ay it was time for church. I told her I 
yasn't going. She said something about 
“ifls who stay out all night Saturday 
dancing” and soon afterward left the house. 

All day I wondered what I would say to 
Willie when he called. How could I tell him 
how much fun I had the night before? How 
could I get him to return to Bakersfield? 
Maybe he could send for me to make that 
udition with his band. He had told me that 
he was going to be playing Los Angeles 
gon. I'd like being in L.A., 1 thought. I’m 
tired of this small town. 

The time couldn’t pass fast enough for 
me.I tried to watch television, tried to keep 
busy, listened to records, trying to speed 
the day away. 

Finally night came. and I imagined that 
[was in the dance hall in Fresno, listening 
to Wee Willie’s music. I imagined that it 
was crowded, just like out at Jack’s. I felt a 
tinge of jealousy for the girls I knew were 
crowded around the bandstand, trying to 
meet Wee Willie. But I didn’t have to worry 
about them. Wee Willie was my man; I was 
his girl. He wouldn’t forget. : 

But he did. He didn’t call. I was never so 
disappointed in my life. I felt empty and 
alone and sick. I stayed up until 3 a.m., 
waiting. Several times I tried the phone, to 
make sure it was working. But no call 
came. Finally I went to bed and cried my- 
self to sleep. 

The next day. Monday, I thought Id re- 
ceive a letter from Wee Willie, explaining 
why he hadn’t called. But the postman 
brought no mail for me. 

Tuesday, Wednesday, 
word. 

I was becoming irritable around the 
house. Mother wanted to know why. I 
snapped at her. Some of my friends came 
around; I didn’t want to see them. I said I 
was sick. Members of the WWW Fan Club 
wanted to know why I hadn’t shown up at 
the Sunday meeting with the autograph 
books. I had forgotten them completely and 
left them in Wee Willie’s dressing room. I 
lied about that. But I knew I had to get the 
books. It didn’t worry me, though. 

After a week passed and no word came 
from Willie, I went into town and bought a 
los Angeles Negro newspaper, hoping I 
could find out where he was playing. I was 
going to call him. But the paper carried no 
information about him. 

I felt miserable. 

Had Reggie been right? Had I been be- 
dazzled by the glamor of this bandleader? 
Was I just another hicktown chick to be 
plied with jive and whiskey for a night’s 
pleasure? 

The thought made me angry and 
ashamed. How could I have been so dumb? 
Why had I been such an easy mark for 
him? Was it the music? His handsome- 
ness? His spiel? 


But maybe I was worrying without rea- 


No 


Thursday. 


son. Perhaps Willie was sick. Maybe he had 
been in an accident. Maybe he had been 
called east for a recording session. 
Thinking that way, I felt better. I had to 
hope. For in spite of everything, I loved 


Wee Willie Williams. 


] LIVED ON the hope that Wee Willie 

would get in touch with me soon and 
when he did, he would explain everything. 

Meanwhile, my senior year in high school 
began. I enrolled, but I had no feeling for 
school anymore. Most of my girl friends 
and I were on the outs because of the 
autograph-book incident. And school just 
bored me anyway now. 

Several times, I ran into Reggie. but we 
didn’t speak. I learned that he had found 
another girl, and the kids were gossiping 
about why we had broken up. Seems that 
everyone know about my ride with Willie. 

A couple of bold kids asked me about 
him one day: 

“Tell us, Linda, how was it?” 

“Yeah, does he make love the way he 
sings?” 

“Pll bet he’s a real Jim Dandy!” 

I flushed and rushed away from them. 
They snickered. I hated them. 

One morning, just as I was leaving for 
school, I felt ill. I welcomed it—I could 
skip school for a day. 

When Mother came home from her job 
in a local laundry, she wanted to know 
what was wrong. I told her I just didn’t feel 
so well. I assured her it was only an upset 
stomach, probably from eating too many 
hot dogs at school. 

“T don’t know why you eat that junk 
when we've got good food at home,” she 
said. “If you weren’t so lazy, you’d get up 
in the morning and fix lunch for yourself.” 

“Oh, Mother,” I said, wearily, “please 
don’t start that again.” 

“You’re going to ‘Oh-Mother’ me once to 
often,” she snapped. 

Mother was a sturdy, plump woman; a 
strong personality. She had married Dad 
when she was young and had traipsed all 
around the country as he moved from one 
naval base to the other. Finally she got 
tired of it. She had some friends in Bakers- 
field. She made Dad buy this home for us, 
“so we can settle down,” and told Dad she 
would be waiting when he decided to quit 
the navy. He didn’t seem to be too anxious 
to quit. but he was good to us and Mother 
was true to him. 

She had tried to rear me right, and. for 
the most part, I had been a good girl. A 
bit lazy, as she said, but on the whole good. 
I had done all right in school. I was pop- 
ular with the boys and girls, was a drum 
majorette with the school band, a perennial 
heroine in school plays. My life had been 
pleasant enough until Wee Willie had come 
along to show me how drab it really was! 

Wee Willie! 

What had happened to him? 

I thought about running away from home 
to find out, but I didn’t have any money. 
Besides, I didn’t have the nerve. I knew 
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t would break Mother’s heart. 
One Saturday as I prepared to take a 
bath, she shocked me. 
“Linda. What's wrong with you?” 
| looked up from the bathtub, where I 
is running water, puzzled. “What do you 
ean?” 
“You're getting so fat.” 
not getting fat, Mother. I’m just 
rowing.” 
“Growing my foot! You’re getting sloppy 
You don’t eat that much. What’s wrong 
you?” 
“Nothing, Mother. Nothing.” 
“You'd better be right,” she said. “If 
ere’s anything wrong with you, you'd bet- 
tell me. I heard about you and that 
ind _ 
Suddenly I was frightened. I slammed 
door, shutting off her voice. She was 
ing to find out if I were pregnant. Was 
Was that the reason why I had been 
iseated? Oh, God, no! 


“Tm 


B! T I COULDN’T fool myself. And I 
couldn’t fool mother. I stood in front 
the door length mirror and studied my 
ly, my profile, all the way down. Mother 

s right. I was filling out. I felt my stom- 

I always had been firm and flat. Now 

ere was a slight bulge. I got a tape 
easure out of the bathroom chest and 
easured my waist and my hips. / was an 


2 / 
oUgger. 
[ was stunned. Shocked. What a fool I 
| been! 


What could I do? 

Sitting in the bathtub full of punishing 

t water, frightened tears streaming down 
heeks, I realized now that Willie never 





meant to call me; that, indeed, I had been 
the little hicktown chick Reggie had said I 
was. 

I panicked. 

Leaping out of the tub, I dried myself 
hastily, put on my robe, and bolted for 
my room. I was going to leave home. I had 
to leave. I couldn’t stay with Mother and 
face the music. I didn’t have the guts. 

But she had enough for both of us. 

She was waiting when I entered my room. 
As I came in, she got up from the corner 
chair where she had been sitting, walked 
over, shut the door, then stood between the 
door and me. 

“Now. Linda.” she said, “you’re going to 
tell me the truth if I have to keep you here 
all day. Remember: I’m your Mother and 
I’m a Navy wife. I’m no fool. So tell me the 
truth.” 

I sank down on the bed. weak with shame 
and disgust. There was no use trying to lie. 
Mother knew. She had been watching me. 
The busy bodies had gossiped about me and 
Willie. She had known even before I knew. 
What a fool I'd been. What a fool! 

“T wondered why Reggie stopped com- 
ing around.” Mother said. “He’s a nice boy. 
And he was in love with you. I asked some 
questions. You may think you’re smart, but 
everybody in town is talking about you.” 

I said nothing. 

“You little fool.” she continued. “You 
know this is a small town. Everybody knows 
everybody’s business. And to think that you, 
Linda, my daughter, let a simple-minded 
greasy-headed, no-good rat ruin your life.” 

Still I said nothing. There was nothing I 
could say that made sense. 

“T tried to tell you that that silly music 
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would ruin you. But no. You wouldn’t liste, 
Well, I guess you'll listen now.” 

Finally, I said: “I’m sorry, Mother,” 

“You're sorry! Of course, you're soppy! 
Every young girl who has a bastard child i 
sorry. But I'll bet your Wee Willie Willian, 
isn’t sorry. Don’t you know he finds lith 
fools like you in every town. He’s like moy 
sailors- 

Suddenly, Mother stopped talking. | 
knew why. Dad was good to us. but wey 
heard bad talk about him, that he had, 
girl friend. that the real reason why hp 
didn’t quit the Navy and come home to ys 
was this other woman. 

I looked up from the bed and saw thy 
Mother was crying. I felt so bad. I had hyp 
her, terribly. Not only had I done wrong, 
but I had reminded her of a subject she 
had bravely tried to ignore. 

Slowly I got up from the bed and walkej 
toward her. Both of us were crying. Then 
we rushed into each other’s arms. 

“Oh. Mother. What can I do?” 

“We'll find a way. Linda,” she said, her 
quivering voice belying her words. “We'r 
going to get you out of this mess.” 

I didn’t know how she was going to doit 
but I surely felt better about everything, 


(THREE DAYS LATER, Mother told m 

to pack a bag, that we were going to 
take a trip. I asked her where we were 
going. She said we were going to San 
Diego. I asked her why. She said, “Just wait 
and see.” 

I knew Dad was stationed at San Diego. | 
didn’t understand how he could fit into my 
problem. But I was content to depend on 
Mother. So, as we rode down on a bus, | 
didn’t ask any questions. 

Both of us were pretty quiet and grim on 
that trip. 

It was not until we were entering San 
Diego and I saw a sign advertising a dance 
that night “With Wee Willie Williams 
Great Rock ’n’ Roll Band” that I began to 
understand. Still I couldn’t guess all. 

Unknown to me, Mother had called Dad 
and given him all the bad news. Just what 
she had said to him I didn’t know, but when 
he met us at the station. it was plain that he 
was mad clear through and that my prob 
lem was the cause of it all. Dad never hai 
been too demonstrative toward me, but now 
he hugged me tight for so long I thought 
I'd never breathe again. He was so big and 
strong. 

“My little girl,” he said. “My poor little 
girl.” 

We had arrived in San Diego late in the 
afternoon. As soon as the little family scent 
was over at the bus station. Dad hailed 
taxi, gave the driver the name of a hotel 
and we sped away. 

The cab took us to a rather unattractivt 
hotel where we all got out. With Dad leat 
ing the way, we entered. He walked up !® 
the desk, and asked if Wee Willie William 
were in. The clerk said, yes, he was. Dad 
got the room number and motioned for 
to follow him. 
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[ was frightened, yet I was calm. I'd re- 
covered from my foolish infatuation with 
Wee Willie. I wondered what Mother and 
Dad had planned to do. 

We walked up a flight of stairs. turned, 
yent down a corridor, came to the room 
qumber the clerk had given Dad. 

Dad knocked. Someone said, “Come in.” 
irwas Wee Willie’s voice. 

Dad pushed the door open. held it to let 
us enter. 

Willie was lying across a bed in his un- 
derwear. resting. The little valet sat in a 
chair in a corner. shining Willie’s shoes. 

Willie bolted upright as he saw me. and 
the little valet was so startled he dropped 
the shoe he had in his hand. 

Dad motioned to the valet. “Clear out!” 

The little valet darted out of there like 
a bat. 

Willie was sitting upright with his mouth 
half-opened, his eyes bulging with fright. 

“You Willie Williams?” Dad asked. 

“Well—” 

“Well, hell.” Dad blurted, roughly. “You 
are Willie Williams.” 

Willie nodded. 

“We got some talking to do.” 

I could tell that although he was scared. 
Willie was going to try to bluff his way out 
of it. After all. it was pretty obvious what 
the trouble was. 

“Yeah. Dad.” Willie said. turning jazzy 
now. “What are we going to talk about?” 

“We are going to talk about you and my 
daughter, Linda. She’s pregnant and you're 
the cause of it.” 

“Well, Dad.” Willie said. fumbling with 
his manicured fingernails, “that’s going to 
be hard to prove.” 

Without another word, Dad pounced on 
Willie, yanked the 
slammed a hard fist into his belly. doubling 
him up, then straightened him with a right 
to the jaw. Willie fell back on the bed like 
a sack of meal. All the jazziness had left 
him. 

“All right. Mister.” he said whimpering. 
“Don’t hit me any more. Please. Don’t hit 
me again. What do you want me to do?” 

“You’re going to marry my daughter,” 
Dad said. 

“Marry ?—” Willie started to protest but 
he was too frightened. 

“Dad,” I said. “I don’t love him.” 

“You keep out of this,” Dad said to me. 

“Now, look here. Williams.” Dad said. 
“My daughter was under age that night 
you took her out. filled her up with liquor 
and raped her. Do you know what I can do 
to you? I can have you thrown under a 
jail! Or I can kill you right here. with my 
bare fists. I don’t want to do either. but I 
Will, if I have to. On top of that, I happen 
to know that your father is a minister back 
in Norfolk. Va. I’ve been in his church. | 
can send the news to the paper there and 
ruin him as well as you. I don’t want to do 
that, either. Another thing: Linda doesn’t 
love you and I don’t want you for a son-in- 


him up from bed, 
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law. You’re a no-good bum. But this baby 
of yours is going to have a name—your 
name. Tomorrow morning, you’re going to 
take out a license to marry my daughter. 
You’re going to rent a house here in San 
Diego where my wife and Linda will stay 
until the baby is born. You’re going to pay 
all of the expenses. Linda is going to have 
your baby, all right, then about six months 
later, she’s going to file for divorce. You 
know what else you’re going to do Will- 
iams?” 

“Anything you say—” 

“You're going to pay all the expenses of 
the divorce, my wife is going to take the 
baby back to Bakersfield and rear it. and 
you’re going to cough up $5.000 to pay for 
Linda’s college education.” 

Dad reached into his pocket and pulled 
out a legal-looking paper. 


“Tt’s all written down. Williams.” Dad 
said. “All you’ve got to do is sign it. Call 


your valet in here and he can be a witness.” 

Willie did as he was told. 

When the paper had been signed, Dad 
shooed the valet out again and said, “Now. 
one more thing: you’re playing a dance 
here tonight. You’ve got a $1.500 guarantee 
coming. When you meet us at the license 
bureau in the morning. bring a thousand of 
that with you. in cash!” 

Willie nodded weakly. 

Things had happened so fast I could 
hardly believe what I’d heard and seen. But 
I was so proud of my Dad. Maybe what he 
did wasn’t the best way to handle it. but 
he thought so. and he was a real man 


about the whole thing. Gee, he was a man! 


7 VERYTHING WORKED OUT the way 
Dad had laid it out for Willie. Fright- 
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HOW GOOD A LOVER ARE YOU? 


ened as he was, Willie came up with mor 
money than Dad asked for. 

Mom has the baby at home in Baker 
field now. 

I have my interlocutory decree, and ['y 
enrolled in college in Los Angeles. I live o, 
the campus. My major is music. 

I'll be eternally grateful to my parents 
for what they did. But I want to tell yo 
something: I was lucky. So many young 
girls don’t have parents like mine. 

Another thing: I'll always bear the sca; 
of my foolish love affair with Wee Willie 
Williams. What Dad and Mother and I did 
was to make the best of a bad situation, 

There’s the baby, a little boy. Thank God 
he is healthy and intelligent. But he'll re. 
mind me the rest of my life of that night 
when I let a no-good man rob me of my 
virtue and foul my body. 

Please let what happened to me be a les. 
son to you. Old people say it and it may 
sound square. But it is so true: all that glit 
ters isn’t gold. 

| hope to fall in love with the right man 
some day. I hope to be married. I want to 
have children—the right way. 

I hope that my husband and I can bea 
happy as Mother and Dad are now. 

You see. after Dad got me straightened 
out. he straightened himself out. too. That 
year we lived in San Diego. Mother and 
Dad got to know each other again. regained 
their lost love. 

When I was ready to go home. Dad re. 
signed from the Navy. Now he lives at home 
in Bakersfield with Mother. He has a good 
job and he’s helping her rear my little son. 


THE END 


If you are like the average man or woman, you probably rate 
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yourself pretty highly in the love department. But just how 
good a lover are you? You may be only fooling yourself. If 
you're not afraid to learn the truth, try the simple question 
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plans for our new home and talk about a 
lat of little things. I got up, went into the 
jathroom and took a couple of aspirin. It 
yould be nice, I told myself, to be home 
vith Sue. even if [ weren't feeling up to 
gratch. It would be nice. Such evenings 
yere all too few for us. 

[took the house plans off the top of our 
hookease, spread them on the floor in front 
ofmy easy chair and leaned over to go over 
every TOOM, every nook and 
cranny for the hundredth time. This house 
had to be perfect, the kitchen had to be 
ideal, the landscaping had to be imagina- 
‘ive, the rooms just the right size. It was 


closet. every 


our dream house, and I was sacrificing the 
tenderloin of my life to build it for the 
woman I loved, 
when Sue didn’t seem to understand all that 
this house meant to me. But then what 
woman ever fully understands a man? You 
iust have to go ahead with what you want to 
do, what you know you have to do, and they 
get the idea late in the game. It takes a 
woman a long time to realize that every- 


though there were times 


thing her man does is done because of her, 
that women are men’s responsibilities and 
men have to face up to those responsibilities 
no matter what little romantic niceties are 
sacrificed. 

I turned my attention to the room on the 
blueprints that we were going to make into 
ahi-fi room. It was my favorite. I was a real 
bug on hi-fi and this would be where I 
would put on my favorite Big Joe Turner 
blues and hear every little squeak in his 
inful singing, where I would put on good 
modern jazz records and enjoy every swish 
of the drummers’ brushes. 

Chuck had been a lot of help with plans 
for this room. He was an expert on hi-fi, 
had his own record shop and sold hi-fi 
equipment on the side. We had been bud- 
dies since the war in Korea when he sloshed 
his way through a rice paddy and stumbled 
into a flimsy little advanced 
post hut where I was cramming sulfa into 
aflesh wound I had received. 

He said he was from Detroit and I said 
Iwas, too. When we had to pull out of that 
hut and move forward, we went along to- 
gther. We had been close buddies ever 
since, and he was helping me plan my hi-fi 
rig, 

There was this corner where we had 
agreed we would put a three-speaker outlet 
hilt high into the wall near the ceiling. 
Actoss the room, at standing height, we 
would put another similar speaker to get 
the effect of stereophonic sound. But this 
tad bothered me when I thought about it 


observation 





iter. Why put one speaker up high and 
the other lower I asked myself. Why not 
put them both at sitting ear level. That’s 


My Best Friend Stole My Wife 


(Continued from Page 20) 


how I would be listening, sitting down. I’d 
have to take that up with Chuck. 

The TV cracked with the sound of a 
policeman’s gun as he shot it out with the 
killer in one of those cops and robbers 
plays. I glanced at it passively, wishing I 
had my hi-fi already so I could be listening 
to it now. 

My eyes roamed around the 
magazines were in a pile at the foot of the 
couch. A nearby ash tray held a few half- 
smoked butts. She was probably reading 
when she ran out of cigarettes, I 
myself. There was an empty Martini glass 
near the leg of the couch. She’s probably 
got a nice buzz on, I thought. Martinis al- 
ways stirred the warm blood in her veins in 
a way that I liked it except when I came 
home dog tired and she was feeling kitten- 
ish. I smiled to myself—remembering—an- 
ticipating. 

I waited. The minutes crawled. 
poring over the house plans. 

Why not run around to Chuck’s and talk 
this new idea about the hi-fi over with him 
for a few minutes, I thought. 

Well. that’s what I would do before the 
flu really got me down and I didn’t feel like 
doing anything at all. 

I tossed an old sweater over 
ders, tucked a blueprint in a hip pocket 
and strolled off toward Chuck’s bachelor 
apartment a block and a half around the 
whistling. 

At the corner a motorist was pushing the 
light snow off the top of his car. It was soft 
night and some of it 
from the 


room. Sue’s 


said to 


I kept 


my _ shoul- 


corner 


in the warmth of the 


fell over my feet as he shoved 
street side. 
“Cripes, 
apologetically. 
“Nothing at all,” I replied, shaking my 
pants cuff clear. “It’s all right.” I had no 


He hadn’t meant to do 


excuse me, pal,” the man said 


reason to be touchy. 
it. People have to understand these things. 
There 
something purely accidental. 

I could hear the sounds of Chuck’s hi-fi 
playing softly as I passed the street window 
of his first floor apartment. It was one of 
those mood numbers and only the dimmest 


was no use being a grouch about 


kind of light was on beyond the drawn 
venetian blinds. Oh, for the life of a 


bachelor I mused to myself. Chuck was al- 
ways very noncommittal about his private 
life, but everybody in the neighborhood 
knew he was living the lush life. He had 
everything a guy needed—a good job, 
nice car, manly physique, 
good looks and a sharp apartment. Lucky 
stiff! 

I rang the bell with a couple of short 
jabs and a long push. It was a kind of sig- 
nal that there was a friend, not a foe, at 
the door. 


sharp clothes, 
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This wouldn’t take long. We would gas 
about my idea for a minute or so, I'd down 
glass of sherry and leave him to his lush 

[ knew when I wasn’t welcome and 

Chuck wouldn’t mind the short interrup- 
He knew I was no peeper and tattler. 

\ long minute passed. 

| jabbed and pushed the bell again. An- 

her long minute and still no answer. The 

isic was soft and the muffled sound of 
ving humanity filtered through the 
losed door. I jab-signalled a third time. 

Funny. I thought. Chuck knows the old 

lorse code V for victory ring. It was an old 
ng between us; started away back when, 
Gee. away back when we went out with a 
iple of girls in Frisco right after we were 
ustered out of the Army. When we got to- 
again after splitting up late in the 
vening. we hadn’t done a lot of talking. we 
st made with the dit, dit, dit. da. and 
here was complete understanding without 
ecitation of the gory details. 

Why the lousy crud! The nerve of him 

itting out an old front line buddy by not 

wering the front door. Hell, all he ever 
to do was close her off in some other 
I wasn’t wearing my X-ray eyes. I 

ver did. and he knew it. 

| shrugged and turned to leave. Halfway 
lown the steps I was tempted to try peek- 

¢ through the front window, but shamed 

self out of it. I wasn’t that kind of 
umb. But. then, the old codger might be 
in there, I reflected. That was one big 
ible with the life of the most happy 
helor fellow. A guy could get sick. die 

d rot before anybody missed him, his love 

fe made such an occasional hermit out of 
im 

On a sudden impulse I decided to walk 

sund the side and see if there were any 

ens of mishap around Chuck’s place. 

Down between the buildings, the paved 

ilk way went up a kind of incline, a 
hing designed to drain water away, and a 
man up near the back of the building 
could just peek over the lower edge of 
Chuck’s kitchen window. I casually saun- 
tered the few short steps up that walk and 
raised up on my toes. 

Thinking back, I don’t remember what I 
expected to see, or even why I walked up 

There wouldn’t have been music and 
the muffler sound of moving people if 
Chuck had been sick. I certainly had no 
business or any decent reason for peeking 

ito his window, prying into his private life. 

And I certainly was not prepared for 
what I saw. 

There they stood. Him with a highball 
glass in his hand leaning against the sink. 
Her over beside the table talking animated- 
ly. She was obviously distressed. Chuck was 
istening to her calmly with a what-the-hell 
<pression on his face. 

My head buzzed and I felt giddy like 
ere were air bubbles in my blood stream. 
Why didn’t they open the door. Chuck 
knew my ring. He used it when he came to 

house, and he came there often—even 
when | wasn’t home for I regularly asked 


ether 


tnere 


him to stop by evenings to see if Sue were 
okay while I was at the cafe. When we had 
dance invitations and I couldn’t go, I asked 
him to take her. We borrowed household 
things and exchanged records and all three 
of us were as much at home in one house as 
in the other. 

Why was I being shut out now? 

Apparently there was nothing untoward 
going on in there. They were in the kitchen 
talking. What was there to hide? Why was 
I being shut out now? 

I turned and headed homeward. fighting 
against the creeping suspicion that nibbled 
at my mind. I fought the thought that my 
best friend and my wife—. I drew down the 
curtain and blocked it out of my mind. I 
would wait. I would wait and ask Sue when 
she came home. I would ask Sue. She could 
explain it. I would ask Chuck. There was 
a very good reason for what had happened. 
There had to be. I would wait. 


UE came into my life by appointment. It 

was no accident that we got together. 
none of that girl-drops-handkerchief-and- 
fellow-happens-to-pick-it-up stuff. I had a 
number of girl buddies after I got home 
from the war and one of them picked Sue 
and me for each other. 

“T know just the girl for you, Bill.” Ruth 
said to me after we had eaten dinner in a 
downtown restaurant one day. “You’re not 
the same kind of guy as that buddy of 
yours. Chuck. He’s the perennial bachelor 
if I ever saw one. You’re the solid. sound 
want-to-get-ahead type and I know just the 
girl for you.” 

“You’ve got me pegged pretty good, old 
pal.” T told her. “And I certainly would like 
to meet a girl who would be in my corner. 
but I’ve been busy trying to get settled. 
haven’t had time for much prospecting.” 

Ruth arranged a party. not really a party 
with a lot of people but a small gathering 
and she invited Sue. We met under the most 
proper circumstances. and both having 
been told by Ruth that the whole thing was 
set up for us. we immediately drew off to 
ourselves to get acquainted. 

I asked if I could see her again some- 
time. and Sue said I could. After an eve- 
ning of innocuous small talk, exchanging 
names of mutual acquaintances and the 
usual social drivel, I took her home. 

During the six weeks that followed I saw 
her almost constantly. We attended movies 
and parties together. We went for long 
rides and searched out quaint little restau- 
rants where we dined. I told her all about 
my ambitions. about the small business I 
was saving my money to start, about the 
dream house I wanted to build. She listened 
with rapt attention, encouraging me to talk 
my tongue dry with her well-placed nods of 
approval and her beautiful smiles of agree- 
ment. 

“You’re really quite an unusual guy for 
this day and age,” she said one warm sum- 
mer evening as we lay stretched out on a 
blanket at the beach. I had been ranting 
and raving for hours about how important 


it was for a man not to get detoured away 
from his objectives. 

“Oh. it’s not that I’m so unusual.” [ said 
basking in the flattery and loving every pj 
of it. “It’s just that it’s so easy to get of 
on a tangent. I know. I’ve seen lots of guys 
start off like a house afire and wind up g. 
complishing nothing because they couldp) 
keep their minds on the things that the 
wanted to do. 

“Sometimes it was because of girls, Sy 
And that’s why I’m so happy about mee. 
ing you. You're the kind of girl that cay 
help a guy get where he wants to go, who 
will be rooting in his corner when the going 
gets rough.” I rattled on. 

“Yotrvre wonderful.” Sue said as she 
stroked the side of my face and gazed into 
my eyes. “you’re sure about things and | 
respect you for knowing what you want, S 
many people don’t even know what they 
want.” 

“T want you.” I blurted out. gathering 
her hungrily into my arms. “I want you » 
I can have a bigger reason for doing all 
these things than satisfying the demon in 
my belly. It’s no good to acquire things jf 
there’s nobody to bestow them on. Will you 
marry me. Sue?” 

For a long time. she didn’t answer me 
She just lay there in my arms. our faces 
inches apart and she stared into my eyes 
searchingly. My head lay back on the 
blanket and her face was silhouetted 
against the big summer moon. She stroked 
my forehead and my cheeks and stared at 
me as I held her close and warm against 
me. There were no words I could find to 
speak. 

Then. after an interminable longness, she 
leaned over and kissed me. Her lips were 
searing hot. soft as kitten’s hair and de. 
manding. Half closed eyelids let out a sul: 
try sparkle. deep and inviting in her eyes. 
Her breath was steady and passion warmed, 
coming in long, hot gusts well spaced and 
forecasting other things to come. 

The fires of desire, long sublimated. 
roared through my being. 

We gathered up our beach gear without! 
speaking. There seemed absolutely 10 
words for a time like this. There was no 
turning back. and we both knew it. 


T ATER, Sue cuddled in my arms and 
4 cried softly, the tears running warm 
and sticky down my bared chest. 
“This isn’t the way I’d wanted it,” she 
sobbed without remorse. “I was never hap 


pier in my life. but this isn’t the way Id) 


wanted it.” 

“Please, darling.” I pleaded. “don’t co 
demn yourself. If you do, you also have! 
condemn me. We haven’t done anything 
wrong. What could ever be wrong betwee! 
the two of us?” 

“But, now, maybe you won't want ! 
marry me—maybe it was all just an adver 
ture and I’ll never see you again.” she said. 

I laughed. I thought that was very funny. 
and I laughed. 

“Aw, Sue, baby,” I talked fast and com 
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yincingly. “1 know the kind of woman you 
gre. I've known for a long time you're not 
the kind who throws herself around. And 
['m not the kind of guy who throws himself 
ground. You can be trusted, darling. I know 
*! And I can be trusted, too. Just you 
watch and see.” 

Ten days later, after all the formalities 
and red tape, we were married. Ruth, who 
had introduced us. was maid of honor, and 
Chuck, who was my closest friend, was best 
man. 

The party at Ruth’s house that night was 
wonderful. Everybody was so gay and 
happy for us. and we were the happiest two 

people in the whole world. Our friends 
tidded us maddeningly with all the old 
jokes about newlyweds. 

“What!” Chuck chortled as he came in 
about 9 o’clock, “you two still here on your 
wedding day. I heard you rushed out of 
the church like you were headed straight 
for the sheets.” He popped a bottle of 
champagne he had brought and offered a 
hilarious toast to the wedding bells that 
were breaking up his old gang. 

At midnight. we dashed away under a 
hail of rice and old shoes. I carried Sue 
across the threshold of the little apartment 
we had rented on Garfield Boulevard and 
the night, happiness and all the pleasures 
of this mortal world were ours. 

Almost immediately. as luck would have 
it, 1 came upon a good opportunity to buy a 
small restaurant near a factory on the out- 
skirts of Inkster where they worked three 
shifts a day. It took every cent of my sav- 
ings. but running 24 hours a day with a 
captive clientele nearby, the thing looked 
sure-fire to me. I bought it without a second 
thought, although it meant keeping a per- 
petual inventory and a close check on sales 
that required that I spend at least six or 
seven hours there after I left my other job. 

It was rugged. but it was worth it. The 
money began to roll in. In six months, Sue 
and I had a foot-high stack of homemakers’ 
magazines and were planning our little 
dream house. After a year, we had bought 
our lot and had our blueprints. 

Funny thing, I knew the blueprints as 
well as I knew the back of my hand, but I 
had never seen the lot. Sue and Chuck 
picked it out one day when I asked him to 
drive her out toward Flint while I checked 
up on the night short order cook who I 
suspected of cooking and selling some of 
his own foods in my restaurant. 

Chuck was one swell buddy. When we 
got invitations to dances that Sue really 
wanted to attend and I couldn’t make it, 
Chuck would take her for me even if it 
meant missing out on a date of his own. 

Good movies that I was too busy to see, 

he would take Sue and then. nightlifer that 
he is, he would squire her around to the 
Flame Show Lounge for the stage shows 
like Larry Steele’s Smart Affairs, and 
around to the Garfield Lounge for cock- 
tails, 

He was a great guy, as far as both Sue 
and I were concerned and we always tried 
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ite him over to Sunday dinner when- 
er he wasn’t dating one of his many 
pretty chicks. 
One Sunday, we had Ruth over for din- 
ner, too. It was a very interesting day. We 
t to talking about the good stage shows 


n\ 
1V 


town. 

[ saw the show at the River Rouge the 
her night.” Ruth commented, “the same 
xht I ran into you and Sue as I was 

ng the Flame, Chuck. It’s good, you 

cht to see it sometime, Bill.” 
You know I don’t have time for things 
that.” I replied. “Chuck and Sue are 
sports around here. And Chuck picks 
the check.” I laughed. 
But aren’t you afraid he'll run off with 
ne of these times?” Ruth asked jok- 
r 
Aw hell naw.” I said disdaining the 
thought. “I’m what you call over-average 
cky. I’ve got a wife and a friend that 
ibove reproach. I could trust them to 

e other end of the world.” 

And that was really the way I felt about 
it. Back in the days of Korea. Chuck and I 
sed to talk about everything. and we didn’t 

s talking about women. 

One day in a muddy foxhole near Inchon 
vhile we were mentally reliving affairs we 
had known, Chuck told me about some of 
he women he had not been intimate with. 
[ was amazed as he lay there smoking a 
cigarette and looking up at the sky through 
the icicle-laden trees that he said he had 
rarely been intimate with a married woman. 

There are too many single ones out 
there. and I’ve got a conscience about stuff 
like that. What’s the point? Excitement? I 
prefer my excitement on the battlefield 

here the guy on the other side has as 

xd a chance as I have. Maybe it’s a mat- 

f fair play,” Chuck said. 

And the woman, well, she couldn’t be 

much fun. She’s basically a cheat. If 
will cheat on her husband, she’ll cheat 

n you so she couldn’t be much of a prize,” 

said 

| lay there listening. 

{ll I want is a lot of money,” I said, 

t you know that’s a good way to look at 

\lost of the time, we clunk heads like to 
something nobody else 
ld do. Conceit. huh?” T urged him to 
Tk on 

Yep. conceit is about what it is.” Chuck 

ent on. “Hell, I don’t let a friend’s woman 

t too frisky with me. There’s no point in 

s like this either. The chick is usually 

t trying her wings like a young bird out 

the nest. Many times. she is jealous of 
the friendship between the two men and is 
using her wiles to break it up. Hitting on a 
friend’s chick is sucker stuff.” Chuck said. 


we re doing 


\ S I WALKED along toward home with 

my mind racing back over all of these 
confusion, fear and anger 
mounted. Instead of turning in my door, I 
walked on past it down a couple of blocks 
und went into a tavern. 

‘Double shot of bourbon,” I told the bar- 
60 


things, my 


tender as I found myself a stool far back 
in a corner. I needed time to think. There 
were a million questions racing through my 
head and I needed time to think. 

Could it be true that my best friend was 
carrying on an affair with my wife? Would 
Sue. my wife whose high moral principles 
I respected without qualification, be carry- 
ing on an affair with my best friend? Why 
wouldn’t they open the door? Both of them 
must have known it was me. What was Sue 
saying to Chuck there in the kitchen? 

How long had this been going on? Or 
was there really anything going on at all? 

Come on. you fool. I said to myself. Quit 
trying to find an excuse for what you’ve 
just seen. Quit trying to give both of them 
an out. You’ve come home unexpectedly 
and you find out your wife has been cavort- 
ing with your best buddy. That’s all there 
is to the whole thing. 

But it seemed too pat. It was too much 
like the jokes you always hear. Further- 
more, things like this never really hap- 
pened to people and least of all to me! 

“Another double shot of bourbon.” I told 
the bartender. shoving my empty glass to- 
ward him. I downed it in one big swallow. 
The liquor burned my insides. 

For Pete’s sake. get a hold on yourself 
Bill Wright, I upbraided myself. What are 
you going to do, get drunk and play the 
role of the cuckoled husband like the thing 
goes in the soap operas? It couldn’t be like 
that. Go home and wait. Go home! 

I missed the keyhole twice before I could 
open the door and let myself into the house. 
As I closed it behind me I could see Sue in 
the kitchen piddling with the cold pots. So 
she really knows I’m home, I thought. How 
will this thing go. I wondered. How should 
T act? I walked straight into the den. toss- 
ing off my sweater and throwing the now- 
crumpled blueprint on the bookease. 

“Hey. there.” Sue shouted from the kitch- 
en. “I could see you were home. You left 
the TV on when you went out. I’m warming 
up your food.” 

I didn’t answer. I sat down. licking at the 
taste of liquor on my lips. My mind raced 
in a thousand different directions. I would 
wait ... wait . . . wait! Sue walked into 
the room jabbering. talking too fast and 
too much. Hope faded. 

“T see you were looking at the plans 
again. I was out. Went for a walk. Hadn’t 
planned to be gone long. How long since 
you came in? What did you go out for? 
Where have you been? What happened at 
the cafe? Anything wrong?” 

I didn’t say anything. not a word. Slowly 
I raised my eyes from the floor and looked 
hotly into hers. She had to know that I 
knew. I just looked at her. 

“Well?” I said, questioningly. 

She stopped cold. standing there as stiff 
and immoble as a statue; then she whirled 
and went toward the kitchen again. saying 
“T’d better see about this food. Don’t want 
it to burn.” 

Still I waited. my fury mounting. my dis- 
illusionment growing, my heart and my 


head aching violently. Sue came into th 
room with some steaming plates on a tray, 
She sat them on the cocktail table in froy 
of me. I didn’t touch the food. 

“Well?” I said—again! 

Sue was fidgeting like a cat on a hot tip 
roof. She brushed a lock of hair away from 
her face. rubbed her neck, pinched her now 
and rubbed it. scratched her arm. 

“I really don’t know what to say, Bill” 
she said finally as she turned to the book 
ease and began shifting the blueprints 
around. “You see, I—. Well. you see—! 
Chuck and I—”. 

“Actually, there couldn’t be anything ty 
say. could there?” I interrupted. 

It seemed like a nightmare and I kept 
waiting to wake up. 

But I found myself in the bedroom throy. 
ing on my coat and walking briskly out of 
the door. At the drug store I got a bottle 
of liquor and a box of sleeping pills: then 
I checked in at the Gotham Hotel. 

The night was a painful eternity afloat 
on a sea of strong amber fluid that sud. 
denly cascaded over a waterfall into fitful 
sleep. 


HE SHRILL RING of the telephone 

awakened me. The sun was high in the 
sky and the time for me to be at work 
had long since passed. My tongue felt 
like an old piece of leather and the sound 
of the telephone ringing was like a black- 
smith beating on an anvil. 

“Bill, darling.” Sue’s voice squealed at 
me, “I’ve been calling all over town search. 
ing for you. Please come home. I want to 
talk to you.” 

For a long silence I tried to get my wits 
about me. 

“What could you say?” I asked. 

“T don’t know what happened to me— 
Sue’s voice trailed off weakly. 

“And I don’t think I can ever come back 
into that house.” I murmured _ through 
clenched teeth, hanging up the receiver. 

Seconds later. it rang again. the bell 
buzzing and buzzing and buzzing. I went 
into the bathroom and stepped under the 
shower and let the cold needles of water 
pierce my skin, bringing alive again the 
warm blood slowed down by all the alcohol 
in my system. 

I dressed, went out and filled the car 
with gas and drove out the Edsel Ford 
highway. I drove for hours in silence, the 
purring of the motor and the roar of the 
wind my only company. Late in the after- 
noon, I headed back to Detroit. slowing 
along in the city traffic, turning corners 
aimlessly until I saw the bright neon sign 
of the Garfield Lounge. 

I parked and went inside. Yep! There 
he was, sitting at a table chatting with one 
of the many pretty girls he had on his 
string. I knew he had seen me come in. | 
took a stool at the bar and ordered a beet. 
Out of the corner of my eye I could see 
Chuck excuse himself and head my way. 

“Say. hey!” he said as he leaned on the 
bar beside me. I didn’t answer. 
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“Sue has been trying to locate you all 
day,” he said. 

“Yeah! I know,” I muttered, downing the 
yhole glass of beer and fixing him with a 
wld stare. He looked back at me through a 
jong silence. 

“pill, I’m sorry.” Chuck said quietly. 
“fm really sorry, but I love her. I really do, 
ind this is all I’m going to say about the 
yhole thing. If you divorce her, ’m going 
i marry her. If you go back home, I'll try 
stay away. If you stay separated, I’m still 
ming to see her. She’s too wonderful a 
yoman to be left alone like you’ve left her 
ill these months. That’s the mistake you 
made and that’s the mistake I won’t make. 
I'm sorry, old buddy. but life is a crazy, 
mixed-up thing sometimes.” 

He turned then and went back to his 
glamor girl. 

“Hell, he was right. I couldn’t even feel 
angry at him. I had made my own bed of 
thorns. I had thrown them together, even 
insisted that they spend lots of time to- 
gether while I chased the almighty dollar. 
Ruth had foreseen it. Why hadn’t I? Too 
busy making money. Too busy. too busy. 

The sharp cold winds of early evening 
stung sharply as I made my way back to my 
car. There would have to be some sort of 
agreement about the few things we had ac- 
cumulated. It wouldn’t be too hard to talk 
to Sue. I could do it. I could do it as calmly 
as I had taken the discovery of all of this. 

The restaurant was still out there in Ink- 
ster and I'd have to be getting out there 
pretty soon. No. I couldn’t conceive of go- 
ing back. Once that faith, that all-consum- 
ing belief, that trust has been tampered 
with, it can’t be forgotten. You can’t puta 
finger in the dike and stop the flood. It’s 
best to move out and seek higher ground. 

“Ask one of the bellhops to move my 
things into one of the suites,” I told the 
clerk at the hotel desk. “I’ve decided Ill be 
staying here a pretty good while.” 

Then I sat down at a writing desk in the 
lobby and penned two letters: 


Dear Sue: 

I won’t be back. But don’t think I 
am angry. I think I understand. Per- 
haps I am just too much set on ac- 
complishing my objectives. The mis- 
take was mine not yours. I'll pick up 
the few things I need on Friday while 
you’re at club meeting. 

Good luck and God bless you. 

Love, 
Bill. 


Then I wrote the second one: 


Dear Chuck: 

She’s really too good for you, you 
know, But I know when I’ve goofed. 
Looks like P’'ve been so intent on mak- 
ing my million I left my flank unpro- 
tected. No hard feelings. Best of luck. 

Bill. 

As I walked by the mailbox I dropped 
them in. It was getting close to six o’clock. 
Better hurry out to the cafe. That short 
order cook was a guy you have to watch, 
the kind that will steal you blind. THE END 
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brother to me, and | loved him dearly, Bu ould cl 

- O romance—I had never even thought of j, + nu 
Unwor thy f His Love And I didn’t think he had. nfs 
Two days later, at Englewood station, iad a poe 

(Continued from Page 27) Mal Jeffers tossed me a casual “Hi, there” J metimes 


as if I had been meeting him at trains fo, §.gme rud 
years. He was utterly impossible. yet ther (yen minu 
was something fascinating about hin § The fe 
Something I couldn’t explain, and hardly }Mal’s att 


table. Mal Jeffers looked like a cow him that one just might not want to play 
cher without his levies.) He was as’ with the great Mal Jeffers. Oh. no. If I 


as the legendary Texan, an easy six- didn’t show up at that train on Monday oe ae They trea 
two. and the color of a new penny. _ it would be the same as admitting I didn’t speaiadintticae en Che 
yoked at me expressionlessly as Tom- _ have the stuff. Why. that smug, conceited, . f on was 
ade the introduction. With a nod, he — overrated piano tuner! DIDN'T PLAY the Detroit date, but angen 
led himself onto a chair and sat silently, The next set was the last one. Tommy spent the days rehearsing the new a. eel 
¢ at me. What a character, I thought, took me home in a cab. At the door he ‘#gements along with the boys. Mal wa . —_ 
ming inwardly under the intense dark put his hands on my shoulders and gave 2 hard taskmaster. Even so. it was eas aa wy 
me a questioning look. to see how much they admired and w } ae 

So you play the flute,” he said, finally. “Well, what do you say. honey? Will spected him. It didn’t take me long to ~ lh 
His deep voice was suprisingly soft, but I you think it over tonight?” understand why. Mal was a perfectionis ft tol 
ight I detected a note of antipathy. I didn’t need to think it over. If Jeffers who handled his art as if it were his soul, never get 
Yes.” I replied. with a tight-lipped thought he was going to laugh up his sleeve | There was sensitivity and gentleness in his I liked 
“And I also play a pretty fair game _ and say I told you so, he had another think —_ work. I concluded he had chosen the me | yide as 
ennis.” coming. : dium of jazz because he could express } cheeks w 
ease with which he ignored the re- Tommy swung me off my feet in a bear himself without undo conformity. Grudg. | Mal woul 

left me feeling a little foolish, and hug when I told him. ; ; ingly, I came to admit that Tommy was | that Hal 
oaaiee resentful. Telling Mom was something else again. ight. The guy was a genius. his fiddle 
uppose Tommy s explained the set- She hit the ceiling. But. when I explained He spent some extra time rehearsingme | TH ni 
he said. “We're dropping the guitar that it was really Tommy’s idea, she began isl: don dol ee ancat. Pthing ha 

: gies each day, explaining that I had to acquire |g 24! 

ivor of a flutist who can double on to melt. Mom had always liked Tommy aie as > Naat As rying hor 
net.” more than a little. I hadn’t realized how “* feeling for _— Exec seen a noth. an early 
He needn’t have been so tactful. Tommy much until one night she made the remark, = '"® without feeling. I anticipated, and wet were 
lready told me Chet Lacy, the guitar- | while looking at me pointedly, “It’s too bad ” the same time, dreaded these howe = Tommy | 
being dropped because he was a a mother can’t choose her own son-in-law. — 5!0MS- Most of the time he just sat, with the eveni 

e. I have a feeling you’re going to let Tommy __ his back to me, staring out of the window, =o with t 
Tommy thinks you can fill the bill,” get away.” or paced back and forth in stony silence peared tl 
s continued That little comment had disturbed me He spoke only when he wanted to explain leaked at 

n afraid Tommy’s been too generous, for days. Tommy had been like a big something in particular, and when he did, “Casey 
Jeffers.” I said, coolly. “I’m a dental hit New 

| ni am. NYG MM} GK — I stare 
He glanced at his watch and started to ilies, | 


agri WHAT HAS BEEN YOUR GREATEST EXPERIENCE? | es 


[ was afraid of that.” he said. “Most 
vour cof 


nusicians are working at it.” “Not ¢ 
red. Tommy was frowning darkly gd 
and I realized I had put him on u Li a 
nn What was the turning point in saying g 
ippose Tommy had basis for his your life? What one incident marked eubun 
” | said. trying to cover up. “We your emergence from a child into YT a 
in e conservator orchestré - e e star 
in the conservatory orchestra to an adult? What single experience Sia a 
iii ills Wii aimed gave you your greatest insight into hurting 
gernails, “probably the two most in- life, love or happiness? Why not only he | 
ious places in the world for a woman share that one dramatic moment We hi 
azz ensemble and a dental lab.” with others? his hand 
sted on my iciest smile. “If it came pressure 
vice. Mr. Jeffers. ’'m sure the dental e 
ey ee oe me For each such true experience oe 
mn instant 1 Gisuaie ‘he wee ine printed in forthcoming issues of “Tommy 
le Instead he rose. stuffing both TAN, the editors will pay $25. Why blue—” 
dh padbeelh congsny see iis ale not write yours? It should be fold “Okay 
ee ee ee ae in 500 words or less, and you may til you 
for Detroit day after tomorrow. If h f If if ninute } 
ide Tommy was not too generous, send a snaps of of yourselt ir you oT 
ee you at Englewood station Monday have one, but this is not necessary. ns 
Write to: ‘ory 
sauntered off before I could reply. = 
of you— 


s fuming. “Talk about an overdose 


ego!” I gasped. TAN MAGAZINE He st 


what I 


ny looked stunned. “No try-out. no 1820 SOUTH MICHIGAN 
pression 


no nothing. Damn, I’ve never seen 


lo anything like that before.” CHICAGO 16, ILLINOIS His vo 


more I thought about it the angrier Cassy. | 
It had probably never occurred to ggg ' enw MOQ Qn Qnnny oss sawp you felt 
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Icould close my eyes and imagine him to 
te any number of romantic heroes. There 
as a kind of music in his voice, and he 
jyd a poetic way of explaining things that 
gmetimes made me wonder if this was the 
= rude egotist who had just sat for fif- 
en minutes with his back to me. 

The fellows, obviously, didn’t share 
\jl’s attitude toward female musicians. 
They treated me like Queen of the Nile. 
fren Chet, who was being dropped in my 
qvor, was congenial. He was slightly built 
ud walked much too softly. You never 
knew how long he had been standing be- 
jde or behind you. I was embarrassed 
yhen he voluntarily told me that he was 
going to take the cure. Tommy didn’t be- 
lieve him. 

“He told us that before.” he said. “He'll 
never get another chance with Mal.” 

I liked Hal Levin. He was almost as 
wide as his bass fiddle, and his ruddy 
cheeks were always pulled back in a grin. 
Mal would have disapproved if he’d known 
that Hal carried my flute in a pocket of 
his fiddle sack. 

The night before we left Detroit some- 
thing happened that almost sent me scur- 
ring home. Tommy and I had stopped for 
an early breakfast after the last show. It 
was warm so we walked back to the hotel. 
Tommy had been unusually quiet most of 
the evening. and I was glad. It seemed to 
go with the sereneness of the night. As we 
neared the hotel he suddenly stopped. and 
looked at me for a long moment. 

“Cassy. let’s get married as soon as we 
hit New York!” 

I stared at him. realizing. with a sinking 
feeling. that he was in earnest. 

I tried to laugh. “You must have had 
vour coffee laced.” 

“Not a drop. I swear it.” His voice be- 
came urgent. “Aw. Cassy, I can’t go on 
saying goodnight and leaving you at the 
door forever. I’ve been waiting around for 
vou since I was twelve, remember?” 

I started walking. faster and faster. I 
had to get away from Tommy, to keep from 
hurting him the way I knew I must. If 
only he had left things the way they were. 
We had reached the hotel when I felt 
his hand on my arm. I could tell by the 
pressure that he didn’t mean to be evaded. 
“What do you say, Cass?” 

I looked away, confused, inarticulate. 
‘Tommy, this is so quick—out of the 
blue—” 

“Okay, we'll wait a couple of weeks, un- 
til you get your mind settled. But not a 
minute longer.” 

“Tommy. dear, you don’t understand.” 
I searched for the right words, but they 
eluded me. “It’s just that I’ve never thought 
of you—in terms of marriage.” 

He stared at me, a slow realization of 
what I had just said creeping into his ex- 
pression. I felt like kicking myself. 

His voice was hardly audible. “I love you, 
Cassy. | always have. I guess I thought 
you felt the same way.” 





I reached up and touched his cheek. “I’m 
sorry. Tommy. so very sorry.” 

He caught my hand so tightly it hurt. 
Then, suddenly, he relaxed. smiling. 
“Sorry that I love you? Don’t be. I’m not. 


I'll never be.” 
WE DROPPED CHET in Detroit. and 
I made my debut in Philly. Reaction 
to the change was good. in fact, mildly 
sensational. By the time we reached Jer- 
sey the musical mags were praising Mal 
Jeffers’ daringly brilliant contributions to 
modern jazz. The critics were kind to me, 
too, but. somehow I couldn't feel the joy 
I should Mal. himself, had 
given me the slightest hint of approval. and 
that suddenly seemed more important than 
the hurrahs of all the critics in the busi- 
ness. I had had only one thing in mind 
when I joined the quartet. and that was 
to make Mal Jeffers say ‘uncle’. Now. even 
that didn’t seem important. All I wanted 
was to penetrate that wall of aloofness, to 


have. never 


make him see me. not as a good musician, 
but as Cassy Miller. 

In New York we stayed at a small hotel 
near the Village. Tommy explained that 
they always stayed there because they 
didn’t have to worry about disturbing the 
neighbors with rehearsals. The place was 
bulging with entertainers. and those who 
fancied themselves members of that curious 
cult. It was a drab. but homey type place. 
where dancers pranced up and down the 
hallways in black leotards. and unemployed 
singers gargled diligently every night—just 
in case. 

I had a tiny. but comfortable. room next 
to an extra large one. complete with piano, 
that was used by Mal. On the other side of 
me Tommy and Hal shared quarters. It 
was a regular family circle. 

Tommy or I never mentioned what hap- 
pened in Detroit. but there was an atmos- 
phere of tenseness whenever we were to- 
gether. Tommy made a gallant attempt to 
recapture the warm. easy friendliness we'd 
once shared. but I wasn’t much help. I 
found myself involuntarily withdrawing 
whenever he took my hand. or casually 
draped an arm about my shoulder. At these 
times I would see a look of pain steal into 
his eyes. and I knew the smile on his lips 
was only make believe. 

The Jazbar was a fairly new but impres- 
sive club, presenting exponents of ‘cool’ 
music, exclusively. The place was of ultra 
modern design, but the atmosphere was 
warm and informal. We opened to a capac- 
ity crowd. It was an enthusiastic crowd, 
and, for the first time. Mal seemed to re- 
spond. He actually smiled when acknowl- 
edging the applause. 

I couldn’t keep my eyes off his face dur- 
ing the sets. I seemed to feel his inner 
happiness, and, for some strange reason, 
it made my own complete. Once his eyes 
caught and held mine for a dizzy, electri- 
fying moment, and I knew Mal Jeffers had 
finally seen me. 
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Long after the applause had died and the 


heers had faded, I lay awake, staring into 
the darkness. I couldn’t get that look out 


my mind; a look that said everything 
id nothing. Suddenly, I became aware of 


iano strains coming from the next room. 


listened, trying to recognize the melody, 
it was unfamiliar. It was a lovely, 
1unting thing that made me think of 
iterfalls and rustling leaves. 
[ got up, put on my robe and lit a ciga- 
On the dresser was a small bottle of 
eping pills that Tommy had gotten me 


hen I couldn’t sleep for nervousness those 


t nights. I shoved them into the drawer. 

lidn’t like taking them unless it was ab- 
tely necessary. 

[ had never felt such nagging restless- 

Not really knowing why, I 

pped into the hallway and stood there, 
iggling with myself. It was only a 


before. 


uple of steps to Mal’s room, and I went 


without knocking. He didn’t hear me, 

d I stood quietly inside the doorway for a 

yment, listening. 

It’s lovely,” I said, approaching the 
Say! don’t sneak up on a guy.” He 

iled up at me. 

Don’t stop playing.” I 
“What is it?” 

Oh, a little something that’s been run- 
through my mind lately.” 

You mean it’s yours?” I exclaimed, ap- 
iatively surprised. 

Uh huh,” he replied. casually, letting 
lender fingers ripple over the key- 

ird 


Mal, 


stood behind 


it’s beautiful. What do you call 


Cassandra,” he said, simply. 

[ swallowed hard. “Why, Mal, that’s the 
t thing that ever happened to me. I— 

yn’t know what to say.” 


“Don’t say anything.” he said, still play- 
ing. “Why shouldn't I call it after the one 
who inspired it?” He spun around on the 
stool and looked at me warmly. “It’s you. 
All of it is you. It’s the way I feel when 
I think about you.” 

I was too stunned to speak. 

“Are you surprised that I think about 
you?” he asked. 

“Surprised is a good word,” I muttered, 
my heart pounding. 

“Tt might interest you to know that 
you're all I think about lately.” 

I started to turn but his hand 
caught my wrist. My knees were like rub- 
ber as his arms went around me. 

“Cassy, my precious. precious little Cas- 
sy.” The words came brokenly, almost as 
if he were sobbing. “All life I’ve 
needed someone like you. Someone to feel 
and understand the things I love. Why 
couldn’t you have come sooner, darling? 
Why couldn’t you have come sooner?” 

I didn’t understand what he meant. All 
I knew was that the waiting was over and 
I was in his arms. His lips against mine 
were demanding and eager, and I re- 
sponded with a longing that had been too 
long pent up inside me. It was as if all 
the aloofness. all the nasty little barbs. had 
only been camouflaged stepping stones to 
this one glorious moment. 


away 


my 


AL DECIDED it would be wiser to 
keep our relationship a secret for a 
while. 

“Tt might complicate things,” he ex- 
plained. “Especially where Tommy’s con- 
cerned.” 

I dreaded the thought of hurting Tommy 
any more than [ already had, but keeping 
my feelings for Mal hidden was like trying 
not to breathe. [ no longer needed extra 
coaching but it was a handy excuse for 
having an hour or two alone together. 
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! was tired of living in poverty 
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Sometimes, after a show, Mal would ry “Pd rat 
softly on my door and, for a few wonde, 
ful moments, we would trade kisses anj 
embraces. 

I was in seventh heaven. It became jp 
creasingly difficult to keep my mind on th 
notes when we rehearsed, to keep fro 
reaching out and touching Mal when 
passed. At times I would notice Tommy 


one to tel 
yatching 
| hard] 
ing, and I 

*A wile 
dowly, tr 
understan 









2 Tommy 
watching us curiously, and he grew mop deep dow 
silent and grim daily. ven dist 

\t the end of six weeks our contract y uw Tor 
the Jazbar was extended. A couple Yal’s des 
weeks later we cut an album which \j ing marr 
insisted be called “To Cassandra.” The J «phy cor 
next day I went to see the doctor, andaf gig At 
few days later he confirmed my suspicion, ained t 
Instead of being upset I was delirious with pane T 
joy. In all this time Mal had never mep. “| kno 
tioned marriage, but it hadn’t seemed ty § soy see, | 
matter as long as we were together. Buy late? Sai 
now the prospect of being his wife and tried to g 
having his child seemed to make everything § joy, Sar: 
complete. kind of 1 

That very same night we did a guest shot § vayse of 
on a nationally televised show. but the} { starte 
thrill of it was subordinate to my own pri- Pies aug 
vate accomplishment. Somethin 

That night I waited eagerly for Mal. and } ne. Too 
at the sound of the first soft rap I racedto] The ha 
the door. Tommy was leaning against the } | Jayghed 
doorframe. brought 1 

“Disappointed?” he asked. “Darlit 

“Of course not,” I lied. “Where are the ging me | 
others?” I walk 

“Downstairs, arguing about whose the §upa ciga 
most photogenic on TV. I voted for you.” Fs I cou 

“Thanks,” I smiled, shifting uneasily. [back toh 

“May I come in?” “Thank 

“Of course.” wid. “Y 

I hadn’t been alone with Tommy in the-Spot. 
weeks, and I felt strange and uncomfort- late. 
able. The silence was awkward. I tried to, He for 
talk gaily of the evening’s events. but soon he gave n 

; egies do you m 
withered under Tommy’s scrutinizing gaze. ine 
“You’re in love with him, aren’t you?” Mion | 
he asked, interrupting me in the middle of f)_p,, . 
a sentence. Tommy 
“What?” trate the 

“Oh, I’ve seen it happening right along.” Bi) hoome 
he went on, “but I didn’t know how to stop Fy have 
it. Now I know I’ve got to.” Mal’s bal 

I felt an angry flush rise to my cheeks } “Wel], 
“What makes you think you have that § “You des 
right?” T snapped. “Cass— 

“I love you, Cass. I can’t stand by and 9] jerke 
see you hurt. the way I know you'll be if F Don’t tc 
this goes on.” lf.” 
“What are you saying?” “Cass. 
“I’m saying that—that—God. Cass, I feel { he begge 
like a heel.” “Oh. k 
As I watched Tommy’s struggle a dark ing the n 
feeling of foreboding crept through me. get out ay 
“You might as well finish what yout [| “Cass, 
started,” I said. “Get o 
“All right, all right. I’m saying that in} He pat 
a little town on the opposite coast Mal Jet | ing look 
fers—Mal Jeffers has a wife and two-yeal | shudder t 
old son!” “TH ki 
I was transfixed. “A—a wife?” My} I fell 
lips trembled uncontrollably. seemed e 
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“fd rather cut my heart out than be the 
we to tell you, Cass, but I couldn’t go on 
yatching him do this to you.” 

[hardly heard him. My head was reel- 
ing, and I felt hot and cold at once. 

“\ wife—a son—” I repeated the words 
dowly, trying to bring them into focus, to 
understand what they meant. 

Tommy was lying. I told myself. But 
deep down inside I knew he wasn’t. Not 
wen disappointment or jealousy could 
nake Tommy cruel. Suddenly I saw it all. 
Yfal’s desire for secrecy, his never mention- 
ing marriage. it all fell into place now. 
“Why couldn’t you have come sooner,” he’d 
aid At last I understood. The floor 
seemed to move from under me and I wel- 
comed Tommy’s arms. 

“| know it’s a shock, darling, but don’t 
you see, it’s better now than when it’s too 
late? Sarah will never give him up. Mal’s 
tried to get his freedom, even before he met 
vou. Sarah—well Sarah doesn’t go for our 
kind of life, but she won’t let him go be- 
cause of Petey.” 

[started to laugh. It was a harsh, sense- 
less laugh, but I couldn’t stop myself. 
Something just seemed to give way inside 
me. Too late. he’d said. Too late! 

The harder Tommy shook me the harder 
Ilaughed. A stinging slap across my cheek 
brought me to my senses. 

“Darling. I’m sorry.” he apologized. hug- 
ging me close. “You were hysterical.” 

I walked over to the dresser and picked 
up a cigarette. but my hands were shaking 
3 I couldn’t hold it. I spoke with my 
hack to him. 

“Thank you for the warning. Tommy.” I 
aid. “You’ve always been my Johnny-on- 
the-Spot. Only this time you were a little 
late.” 

He forced me to face him, and the look 
he gave me was fearfully expectant. “What 
do you mean—a little late?” 

My smile was hollow. “Sir. you have the 
dubious honor of being the first to know. 
I’m going to have Mal’s baby.” 

Tommy’s shocked hurt seemed to pene- 
trate the thick silence. The words seemed 
to boomerang against the walls. “I’m going 
0 have Mal’s baby—I’m going to have 
Mal’s baby.” 

“Well, go ahead and laugh,” I yelled. 
‘You deserve one on me.” 

“Cass—” 

I jerked away as he reached out to me. 
‘Don’t touch me, you’ll contaminate your- 
lf.” 

“Cass. please don’t do this to yourself,” 
he begged. 

; “Oh, keep your stupid pity,” I spat, feel- 
ag the need to hurt as I’d been hurt. “Just 
stout and leave me alone.” 

“Cass, please—” 

“Get out!” I screamed. 

He paused at the door, and the smoulder- 
ing look of anger in his dark eyes sent a 
shudder through me. 

‘Tll kill him,” he said quietly, and left. 
I fell across the bed, sobbing until it 
seemed every tear was wrung out of me. I 





don’t know how long I lay there, 
thoughts coming incoherently. I thought of 
Mom and how proud she’d always been of 
me. I thought of Tommy and his constancy. 
I remembered how I'd repaid that con- 
stancy with hurt after hurt, but I had no 
emotion left for sorrow. I thought of Mal, 
and how much [ still loved him. I thought 
of the child within me, the child. who a few 
hours before, had seemed happiness in its 
entirety. I thought—what now? And there 
was no answer. Now was the end of every- 
thing. I could think no further than that. 

I was amazed at the calm with which I 
went about it. It seemed so simple, so logi- 
cal, so easy. I had no idea how strong the 
sleeping pills were. but I kept taking them 
until I was tired of swallowing. Not even 


my 


Tommy could help me now. 


OMEWHERE in the back of my mind I 
\” kept hearing my name called. It came 
from afar off, as if from a mountain peak. 
I kept trying to follow the sound, struggling 
up the rough side of the mountain, stum- 
bling, falling. almost giving up. Then the 
familiar voice would call my name again, 
and I would try desperately to answer, 
crawling, crawling upward. I was near the 
top now and the voice was very clear, only 
I couldn’t see the face. 

“Cassy. speak to me—please.” 

I worked my lips. but no sound came. I 
wanted to say “I hear you.” but my voice 
seemed to lie in the pit of my stomach, like 
an anchor. 

“Cassy.—Cassy. please open your eyes.” 

My lids were so heavy I felt that I could 
never lift them again. but I forced them 
apart and. for a dizzy moment. I had the 
feeling of being strapped to a twirling 
windmill. There was a face in front of 
me, and it kept going round and round, 
round and round. I tried to scream, but 
the only sound was a feeble grunt. 

“Nurse!” 

“The stimulant is working. She’s coming 
out of it. Try and keep her talking while I 
get the doctor.” 

My eyes followed a white cap to the 
door. “I’d better tell Mr. Rex, too,” the 
white cap said. 

I was in a hospital. only I couldn’t re- 
member why. 

“Cassy. why did you do it?” 

It was hard to concentrate on Mal’s face. 
It kept moving, and it looked bruised and 
swollen. I wanted to reach up and stroke 
it. but I couldn’t lift my arms. My body 
felt like dead weight. 

“Tommy told me, darling. 

“Mal—your face—” 

“He threw a few punches first. When he 
told me about—about the baby, I couldn’t 
blame him.” 

“The baby—?” Suddenly I remembered. 
We were going to have a baby. But Mal al- 
ready had a baby—and a wife. 

I wanted to go to sleep again. 

“T should have told you, Cassy, but I just 
couldn’t risk losing you.” 

I wished he wouldn’t talk about it. The 


” 


hurt was so subdued now. Something had 
happened to me as I fought my way up 
that mountain, and I felt calm and quiet, 
like after a great victory. 

“But Ill make it up to you, honey,” Mal 
was saying. “As soon as I can get a divorce 
we'll be married.” 

I shook my head slowly. Tommy had 
said Mal’s wife would never give him up. 
Anyway, it didn’t seem to matter any more. 

“It’s all over, Mal,” I murmured. “It’s 
all over.” 

He looked baffled. “But I love you. 
Cassy, and I want to see you through this 
thing. Don’t you understand?” 

I understood. “I have no right to you, 
Mal. I’ve never had.” 

“Cass, I’m sorry, God knows I’m sorry!’ 

Poor Mal, I thought. It was probably the 
first time he had felt the need to apologize 
for anything. 

“You’re a wonderful, brilliant artist, dar- 
ling.” I said. “I couldn’t have helped loving 
you—even if I had known.” 

He brought his face close to mine, but I 
turned away, praying for strength. 

“T’m tired, Mal—so very tired.” 

I closed my eyes, and in a moment I 
heard the door close behind him. 

I refused to see him again, although he 
came to the hospital every day. The break 
had to be clean, complete. and final. 

There was a routine police investigation, 
but I succeeded in convincing them that the 
overdose had been a mistake. 

I don’t know how I would have made it 
without Tommy’s daily visits. Over my pro- 
tests, he left Mal and signed to tour with 
a concert package deal. 

I was released in five days. Tommy was 
there early. 

“Wait’ll you see the apartment I got 
you.” he said. excitedly. 

“Apartment!” I exclaimed. “But, Tom- 
my, I can’t afford—” 

“There you go, dictating before we’re 
even married.” 

“Married!” 

“First stop—City Hall.” 

“Tommy! wait’ll I get my breath.” 

“You can get your breath after we get 
the license. Come on.” 

In the taxi I made him listen to me. 

“Tommy, it’s so like you to do something 
like this, and I love you for it.” My heart 
was fairly bursting as I realized the pro- 
fundity of this love I had so carelessly 
tossed away. “But don’t you see, dear, it’s 
time I learned to get out of my own di- 
lemmas.” 

“I’m not trying to get you out of any- 
thing,” he said with a smile. “I’m only try- 
ing to marry the girl I love.” 

I cried as I clung to him. It was the way 
it had always been—Tommy’s understand- 
ing shoulder to cushion my head, his lips to 
kiss away the tears, his love like an armor 
of protection around me. 

In that moment I vowed, with God’s help, 
to some day be worthy of that love. 

THE END 
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Is Teen-Age Love Dangerous? 


(Continued from Page 10) 


sway to slow-moving beats. This is 
i-age love. too. Stimulated to its max- 
m by the sky-rocketing events of the 
and kept in a vibrant frenzy by mod- 
“escape” music until the boy and girl 
imbs to their natural physical desires. 
fall in love with each other— 
and over and over again. But these 
e affairs don’t always end in happy, last- 
marriages such as the one Harriet and 
rold hope for. 


en they 


Because of illegitimacy resulting from 
ature youngsters not being able to con- 
their physical emotions, most parents 

htfully consider sex the greatest danger 


teen-age lovers. A U. S. government 
port shows the pregnancy rate in the 


narried 15-18 age group takes a sharp 
“because this is the age of sex experi- 
ation.” The curve dips again sharply 
19. Bishop Fulton J. Sheen, the emi- 
Catholic cleric. says “The difference 
een sex and love is that the pleasure 
iated with love (what is called “sex” ) 
he frosting on the cake. The greatest 
on of lovers is to believe the intensity 
he sexual attraction is a guarantee of 
perpetuity.” 

lo most welfare experts, an even greater 
than a child born out of wedlock is 
ced marriage as a result of the child. 
like Harold and Harriet are 
convinced that the to all 
problems is marriage. a 
ision with which the marriage clini- 
lisagree. The U. S. census Bureau 
that teen-age marriages have in- 
ed more in the past ten years than 
other previous period in history. 

» have divorces. Not all these unhappy 
iges can be traced to “shotgun wed- 


igers 
solution 
romantic 


however. 

factors stimulating present day 
are: 1) Insecurity of 
tening wars which cause many youths 


ithe! 


fe romances 


el they should grab happiness while 
in: 2) The independence of teen- 
who are able to find jobs and take 
f themselves in the current prosper- 


ra >) 


The desire to get away from 
atisfactory home-life: 4) The cur- 
nan shortage which causes girls to 
on” to any beau they get; 5) Teen- 
boys and girls are more conversant 
th all these factors. Dr. Louis J. Gil- 
of the psychiatric staff of Roosevelt 
tal warns that “youngsters rushing 
iarriage can hurt themselves perma- 

Economic responsibility and chil- 
ire real eee 
| the partner of a hasty marriage sets 
has to be 


and often deep resentment 


manently when reality 


Dr. Duncan Gillies. assistant pro- 


fessor of psychology and social science at 
San Francisco State College believes that a 
great deal of the trouble with early mar- 
riage should not be attributed to teen-agers, 
but to their parents. “Many adults fail to 
appreciate what kind of world the Ameri- 
can teen-ager is facing now,” Dr. Gillies 
says. “They are much the same as they 
were 100 years ago, but conditions have 
changed. The worry over today’s wayward 
youth is not necessarily due to an increase 
in sin, but an increase in attention,” the 
psychologists points out. 

Teen-age advisors. such as Miss Kath- 
leen Norris. the author. that 
teen-agers have every right to fall in love 
and get married because of their “natural 
impulses.” One sociologists says it must 
be understood that 90 cent of all 
teen-age problems. including so called im- 
moral ones, are normal to individual devel- 
opment. And the fact that one fourth of 
all rape offenders are teen-age boys is 
explained by doctors who says “these rapes 
are often nothing more than sex explora- 
tion and curiosity.” 

While these modern trends tend to short- 
en the span between the cradle and the 
altar, most parents and many teen-agers 
are still opposed to early romance. Very 
few guardians will ever go as far as Rev. 
and Mrs. General Greer of Detroit, who 
continued their objections to their 18-year- 
old daughter’s marriage long after the wed- 
ding. The daughter, Mrs. Kathryn C. 
Ratliffe, charged her parents locked her 
up and kept her prisoner in their home 
following her marriage to Lewis E. Rat- 
liffe. Detroit Circuit Judge Vincent M. 
Brennan ordered the bride’s release so she 
could reunite with the groom and warned 
Rev. and Mrs. Green against “any efforts 
to interfere” 
riage. 

With the increasing amount of informa- 
tion on sex. love and marriage available 


point out 


per 


with their daughter’s mar- 


to teen-agers in literature. lectures and 
classes. today’s youth should now begin 


READ 


TOO HOMELY FOR LOVE 


The problems of a woman whose face and figure 


are not her fortune 
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to approach romance with more of a pr 
tical than an emotional, attitude usya 
associated with immature youngsters, May 
girls have already begun to follow the 
vice of social welfare experts that the bef ( 
way to keep a romance going is to “cy 
it down.” And it has long been comm 
knowledge that the boy holds most def 
the girl who he is least likely to hay open) “ 
until after marriage. Dr. Kirkendall, wy” Pp 
points out that young love is frequent 
confused with having fun, glamor, sexy; — 
attraction, jealousy or a desire to escapy City of 
from an unhappy situation. lists the follow =e" 
ing danger signs to teen-age romance aoe 
1) Go slow where there is a feeling it he may ! 
“get married now or never”; 2) Go sht—, 
when there is a one-sided feeling; 3) q Billy v 
slow when your intention is to reform yoy York st 
partner; 4) Go slow when there are stron aes we 
parental objections. ping “9 

Since most of the dangers of teen-ag He’s adv 
love are based on prevailing sex attitude, "8 her : 
parents, guardians and teen-agers shoul ?"™ - 
become aware of these problems rathe 
than ignore them. In his famous repoy 
on sexual behavior, the late Dr. Alfre 
Kinsey said he couldn’t tell parents pr 
cisely when to begin giving their child se 
education. “but if the child is more thay 
three or four years old. the parents have 
already lost valuable time.” 

Growing girls are not subjected natural 
ly to the same rate of sexual impulse a lh 
boys, but they respond to the obligations en 0 
of “going steady together” under social 
. . The teen-age girl’s basi 
question is “I have to go all the way with Pianist 
Tommy if I want to keep him. don’t I 
The answer might well be why is its 
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Hollywood To Harlem 


(Continued from Page 15) 


forced to jump out a window (that wasn’t 
open ) and now he can’t move the fingers 
on his playing hand. 


Dancer Teddy Hale plans suing the 
City of New York for a million bucks. He 
was accidentally shot, while standing on 
the street, by a city policeman, and fears 
he may never dance again. 


Billy Ward is flipping over a New 
York secretary. Not only can she cook, but 
she’s written a song which Billy is whip- 
ping into shape for his Dominoes to record. 
He’s advised the young lady to start spend- 
ing her royalties, that’s how sure he is of 
a new hit. 


Lonnie Sattin will get a chance to 
play one of New York’s top spots, the Co- 
pacabana. Management liked him when he 
subbed for their star who 
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downed by the flu, so he’ll get an engage- 
ment of his own. 


, Lionel Hampton is including such 
| remote outposts as the Fiji Is lends and 
Timbuctu on his current S.R.O. (Stomping 
Room Only) tour. 
in as many days. 


He’s making 57 stops 


Pianist Hazel Scott will remain a 
spell in Paris to star in a French version of 
the play, Anna Lucasta. The popular 
pianist will be tackling her first dramatic 
role, and in French. yet. 


Sammy Davis, Jr. still would like 


to have his ex-girl friend. Sallie Blair, as 
his leading lady in the motion picture 
Jazz Train. His friend Frank Sinatra is 


producing. 


New York sophisticates are some- 
what baffled over how they should take the 
fancy getup “His Dizziness” Mr. John Gil- 
lespie has been sporting at swank society 


formals. It’s the Greek costume Dizzy is 
shown wearing on the cover of his latest 
album “Dizzy in Greece.” They all admit 
its the living end. 

Count Basie really shocked his 
Catherine when he called and_ politely 


asked that she “come on over to the theatre 
and see the show”—he was playing the 
London Palladium. But Catherine calmly 
caught the first plane out, armed with a 
fancy dress shirt of Egyptian combed cot- 
ton, lace-rufled to the elbows, for the 
Count to wear at his Command Perform- 
ance before Queen Elizabeth. 


Meanwhile: from Hollywood to 
Harlem TWA Trans World Airlines is still 
looking for pretty, unmarried. young Negro 
girls to fill positions as airlines hostesses. 














a” Yes, Black and White 
Vanishing Cream is the 
choice of beauty-wise 
women everywhere! Let it 
beautify your complexion. *” 
Greaseless (can’t cause 
blackheads), checks skin 
oiliness. Make-up looks 


fresher, skin feels softer! 





For a creamy, non-drying lip- {f 
stick that stays on and on, look/ 


for the name Black and White. | 











“This 
make-up base 
keeps my best 

face forward 
all day” 


“I am in constant contact 
with the public and must be 
careful of my appearance. 
Black and White Vanish- 
ing Cream has proved to 
be the make-up base I can 
rely on to keep make-up 
looking best at all times.” 


Mrs. Dorothy C. Russell 
Norfolk, Va. 


Remove make-up with Black and White 
Cleansing Cream. Soften skin with Black 
and White Cold Cream. 35¢ each. 
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Drunkenness ruins Health, 


ness. Break the Drinking C ycle 


QUICKLY ...INEXPENSIVELY! 
Use ALC ORE M, the amazing liquid 
that promotes aversion dislike) to- 
ward ALL intoxicating drinks, Not 
lassed as a permanent “cure,”’ but | 
it IS a recognized method of with- 
hee il of alcohol. Interrupts drink- 
it ycle and causes many to turn 
trom liquor. May be t: -% nin SECRET, A few drops of 
this wonderful ALCOREM eliminates desire for more | 
alcohol. GUARANTEED Pure and Effective. Aversion | 
treatment is recognized by Medical Authority. 


ALCOREM comes ready to use 
cluded—need not cause excessive time out from work or 
social duties. One happy ALCOREM user_ writes: 

SASE SEND ME MORE WONDERFUL 
ALC OREM AT ONCE 
HEAVY DRINKER. [I BOUGHT 
FORE AND HAD WONDERFUI 
additional help we send 
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RESULTS.” As an 
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Special Formula capsules 
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elp nervous and digestive 


CHART to guide re- 


S TION OR MONEY BA . We 
ALCORE MM, PINKIES, Weight Chart in ae wrapper. 
Pay postman $7.95 plus C.O.D. and postage. To SAVE 
70c in C.O.D. and postage, send $7.95 with order 
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wear this medal . the very same MIRACULOUS 
MEDAL that more than a million people are wearing 
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only $2 plus postage -“_ handling on my FAITHFUL 
GUARANTEE: Wear the MEDAL close to YOUR 
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Sex Appeal so powerful that even bad women can keep 
good men while good girls go without. 


HOW TO WIN AND HOLD A HUSBAND 


contains the very essence of confidential advice that é 
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Give Back My Baby! 


(Continued from Page 39) 


d my shoulders. His eyes were near 


e. then he took his handkerchief and 


d my cheeks. 
Better now, Kath? What got into you?” 
Oh. nothing, nothing really.” Only the 


( 


»f my life, I thought. 
Jh come on, baby, what’s wrong with 
Didn’t you want to go to the dance 
Jo. oh, no, Alfred,” I said, “it’s just 
ust troubles of my own. Nothing to 


| ” 
ith you. 


You’re beautiful tonight, baby, did you 


that? You’re beautiful. And all just 
His eyes mocked me, “all just 


his lips came down on mine. It 
first kiss that made me feel like 

in. | kissed him back hard. Why 
ldn’t 1? His lips were hot on mine. 
his head went up, his arm tightened. 


Why. Kath,” he sounded surprised, 


little devil. So cute and quiet, fooled 
|| this time.” He kissed me again, and 
ed him back so hard I could feel his 
ypen under mine. 


We're two of a kind.” he said. and then 


ns were pulling me even closer. 
vesome.” I got out, “I’ve been so 


any more.” he answered, “not any 
We need each other, baby, you and 
1 each other.” 
sven as he kissed me and kissed me. 
pressure of his lips growing on mine, 
me long to abandon myself. But 
hile there was only blackness press- 
| around. and no world at all except 
ne holding Alfred and me. It didn’t 
too wrong being there with him, re- 
ng to his embrace. 
er. only much later. I realized all I 
that night. The weeks went by, 
few days of school came. In just 
days now I’d graduate. Ed, good 
tandby Ed. walked home with me that 
from school. We were talking on 
ont porch when it happened the first 
Ed had just handed my books to me 
the world went black and the last 
d was a loud crash of my books on 


j 
iost 


[ came to there was Ed’s face 
< over me looking scared. He began 
= my wrists. 

ithy.” he kept saying over and over. 
[.” I tried to speak. 
fainted Kathy. you all right?” 
ves took in the familiar living room, 
| was lying on the davenport. 
carried you in here,” said Ed. “You 
t?” His face was lined with worry. 
iother and dad both seem to be out, 


ed to call them.” 


all right,” I said, sitting up slowly. 


And I was all right. As soon as I had 
convinced Ed he left. Then I went up to 
my room. What a silly thing to do I 
thought. But I had been so awfully tired 
lately. All the girls in the senior class had 
been saying for days how excited they 
were. and that’s probably what it was with 
me, excitement, I thought. 

Mother said to me next morning. “Kath- 
erine, stop playing with your food, and eat 
your breakfast.” 

That evening was the junior senior ban- 
quet. Alfred was there of course but for 
some reason he had never tried to date 
me since that night. and he was too busy 
being popular this night too. It always 
seemed to me that that evening had never 
been. 

Alice was sitting at another table, Ed 
was at mine, but farther down. As soon 
as I sat down I saw the green lettuce salad 
on my plate. It had slices of hard boiled 
egg, and a dab of mayonnaise. I had to 
practically run to the ladies’ room and only 
just made it in time. Afterwards I quietly 
went through the front door and home. 

Dad was home when I got there, he said, 
“Home early. Katherine? You’re looking 
pale.” 

Just then Mother came down the stairs. 
For once she was home too. 

“T didn’t feel well. so I came home.” I 
said. I started for the stairs but I never 
made it. Everything went black for me as 
before. 

When I came to this time. mother was 
sitting beside me. holding a damp cloth 
to my forehead. Dad was saying. “He’ll 
be right over, lucky I caught him at home.” 

“Dr. Hirch will be here right away, 
Katherine. You’ve been too excited about 
graduating I think.” 

The doctor was an old neighbor who had 
known me ever since I was real little. He 
examined me thoroughly. Then he looked 
at me. and said to mother. “Would you 
boil this needle for me. three minutes? 
Maybe you'd like to help her.” and he 
looked at Dad. They both went out know- 
ing the doctor wanted to be alone with me 
for a little. Then his sharp kind grey eyes 
looked at me. He said. “Katherine, you do 
know what’s the matter. don’t you?” 

“No.” I said. “I guess it’s just I’ve been 
so tired lately. it’s nothing really.” Even 
then I didn’t really guess what he was 
thinking. so that when he said what he did 
say next, the words hit me like bullets. 


“Katherine, you’re going to have a 
” 
baby. 

A baby? Me, have a baby?—a loud 


hideous laugh floated through the room, a 
gurgling sort of laugh. and suddenly I knew 
Mother and Dad were standing in the kit- 


chen door, and that I had laughed that hor. 
rible laugh. 

They tried then to make me tell who jt 
was, who was to blame. They thought jt 
must have been Ed, but I told them over 


and over it wasn’t. Mother wrung her 
hands. and cried. “What will the girls say? 
What have I ever done to deserve this?” 

But Dad just sat white and still and 
looked at me. By this time the doctor had 
given me a sedative pill, and then he got 
up, “Let’s discuss this whole thing in the 
morning,” he said and left. letting himself 
out of the door. 

But long after I was up in my room and 
in bed, I could faintly hear them talking. 
but mostly I lay there in wonder. I was 
going to have a baby. It had happened 
that desolate night of my birthday, that 
night with Alfred. If only Dad had taken 
me out as he had planned. If only, and 
then I began to know how wrong I had 
been in what I had done. Even though | 
had been so hurt and felt so alone. I should 
not have done wrong. Finally the sedative 
put me to sleep. 

Next morning Aunt Marion was there. 
She said. “Katherine. dear. your 
mother and father and I have made what 
we think is a very good plan. The doctor 
says it will be six months till the baby 
comes. No one here needs to know. so you 
and I will go away to a little cottage | 
know of, Bill told me of it, and when it’s 
all over. we'll just come home again. No 
one here needs to know.” 

“No.” mother’s voice cut in eagerly, “no 
one here needs to know.” 

“But, the baby?” I whispered. 

“We'll put it up for adoption. dear, all 
hospitals have a long list of people wanting 
to adopt. That will be the best plan for 
all of us.” 

Adoption? Yes. I thought. the baby. Al- 
fred’s haby. somehow I didn’t think of it as 
my baby too then. I certainly couldn’t feel 
anything for Alfred’s baby. Adoption, then 
—that would be the best thing. 

“Tt would go into a good home that way. 
dear.” Aunt Marion said. and she sounded 
so reasonable. “they investigate very thor- 
oughly before they put babies out for adop- 
tion you know.” 

“But what about your day nursery, Aunt 
Marion?” 

“Tt will be closed for the time being. I 
can always start it again.” she answered. 

So it was decided and in the few days 
that were left. both Mother and Dad had 
time for me. now that it didn’t seem to 
matter. they really saw me for the first 
time. Mother missed her bridge club and 
Dad would sit by me and want to say things 
he never did get said. 

The last morning before we left, Ed 
came over. He walked up on the porch 
where I was sitting and said, “I’ve been 
wanting to talk to you Kathy, you’re going 
on a trip I hear?” 

“Yes, Ed. Aunt Marion and I. We'll be 
gone for several months.” The words came 
hard. 
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“ve got a job with my uncle in his gar- 
age,” Ed said, “when you get back—maybe 
ye can see each other again.” 

“Yes, maybe we can,” 
“but—” 

“Can't I have your address?” asked Ed. 
“Can't I write to you? And you can write, 
io. You will write me, Kathy?” There 
yas a pleading look in his steady eyes. 

“Well, I don’t—that is.” just then Mother 
came out on the porch. “Time to try on 
that dress, Katherine.” she said, “better 
come in. Lots to do.” And she stood right 
there and waited till I said goodbye—just 
the one word—to Ed. She looked at Ed 
with anger in her face. and then she turned 
and we went in leaving Ed standing there. 
Soon I heard his footsteps leaving the 
porch. One look at my Mother’s face told 
me she still thought Ed was guilty. 

Aunt Marion and I went to the cottage 
Uncle Bill knew of. We were in an isolated 
spot. The days went by, not fast not slow, 
six whole months of days. Only a few things 
stand out now when I think of it. One was 
the day when I was quietly sitting reading 
when the baby first moved. The baby, my 
baby, had moved inside me. For the first 
time I could think of it as a person. 

Another day, I said to Aunt Marion. 
“What will it be do you think, a boy or a 
girl?” 

And she answered kindly, but meaning it 
too, “Katherine, you know you must give 
the haby up for adoption, and usually in 
these cases. the mother does not get to see 
the baby at all. It’s better that way, dear, 
believe me.” 

Not see my baby? It didn’t seem to mat- 
ter much, because it was so hard even yet 
to imagine it as a real person. And it was 
like Dad had said, when I was home again, 
we could plan what to do, and a baby with- 
out a father had no place in his plans or in 
Mother’s. 

Before long one morning. I knew this was 
the day. The six months were done. The 
pains took me, they pulled my body, they 
came faster and faster until there was no 
relief, just one solid mass of pain, then 
blackness and when I woke again. I was in 
ahospital room, and sitting beside my bed 
just where my eyes could see her as I came 
awake, my Aunt Marion. 

There was a shining look on her face, 
although she was pale. 

“Katherine, you have a little girl,” she 
said, “a perfect baby.” 

“When can I see her?” I whispered. 

“Now Katherine.” said Aunt Marion, 
“you know they take the baby right away 
in these cases, it’s easier that way. They 
have a long list of people waiting to adopt 
babies. Most hospitals do.” 

And then it all rushed back into my 
mind. Yes, my baby that I had just born 
was not my baby at all. I was never to see 
my little girl. Weakly the tears crept down 
my cheeks. Then I drifted into a deep 
sleep. 

When I woke up again, I couldn’t do 
this thing. I suddenly knew. It was wrong, 


I answered, 





all wrong. Two wrongs never made a right. 
and it was all wrong to give my baby girl 
away without even seeing her. Why. she 
had to be loved and cared for and reas- 
sured, she had to have a mother who would 
love her and take care of her and be kind, 
giving her all the little gentle things that 
mean so much in childhood. Who knew 
this better than I did? 

But maybe it was too late. Maybe my 
baby was gone already. Wildly I rang the 
bell for the nurse. Quickly I swung my feet 
over the side of the bed to get out, when 
the nurse came in. 

“T want my baby.” I cried, “I want my 
baby. I don’t want her to be adopted, I 
must—” 

But the nurse held my arms firmly and 
finally I was back in bed. 

“T’ll get your baby.” she said. “now re- 
lax, I'll be right back.” 

Anxiously I watched the door. I prayed 
to God it was not too late. “Please God,” 
I said over and over. 

Then the door opened and Aunt Marion 
came in. 

“What’s the matter. Katherine?” 
asked, “why all this fuss?” 

“T want my baby.” I cried. “I don’t want 
to give her away. I have to keep her, Aunt 
Marion. how could I ever have thought I 
couldn’t. I have to be sure she’s loved and 
happy and has all the things she needs.” 

“But child.” said Aunt Marion. her face 
paling, taking my hand in both of hers, 
“you know this was all decided before. You 
can’t go home with your baby. it would be 
branded for life, illegitimate as it is.” 

“Then,” I cried wildly, “I'll not go home. 
I’ll take it to some strange place. to some 
city where nobody knows me.” 

But Aunt Marion broke in. looking at 
me pityingly. “Kathy.” she said. “what 
would you do in some strange place? Love 
isn’t all a baby needs—it needs food too— 
and you’re so young, what could you do?” 

“But I won’t give her up.” I insisted. 

And I kept insisting again and again, 
until Aunt Marion saw I wouldn’t give up. 
Even then she said, “Let’s wait until to- 
morrow then we’ll talk again and try to 
plan.” 

“No, no,” I cried. “that will be too late. 
She may be gone by then. I want her now.” 

Aunt Marion just sat and looked at me 
for a few minutes and then she said in a 
strange tone of voice, her eyes close on my 
face. “I know of a way you can be sure 
your baby has all the love and care in the 
world. Kathy.” 

“What do you mean?” I asked. 

“Let me adopt her.” she said. “You 
know Bill and I have been told we will 
never have any children. and you know 
too how much we love children.” Tears 
began to come to her eyes. “Why do you 
think I have a nursery school?” 

“Let you adopt her?” I echoed. 

“Yes, let us adopt her, Katherine. No 
one need know she is yours and you can 
watch her grow.” 

I caught at this idea, I could see her, I 


she 
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Stay DYED 


FOREVER! 


where dyed the famous LADY LENNOX 
way! Only new hair growi out needs 
touching up at scalp line. Don’t let gray or 
dingy hair hold you back in work, or so- 
cially, when any man or woman may look 
years younger and more attractive with 
proven Lady Lennox Hair Coloring. 


OVER 7,000,000 PACKAGES USED! 


Just brush Lady Lennox through hair. Will 
not rub, wash or wear off. Doesn’t cause 
brittleness — no dull, artificial look. Money 
back guarantee. None better! World’s Larg- 
est Seller at Only 60c plus tax. At all drug 
counters, or bottles sent postpaid for 
$1.00 plus 10c tax (or C.O.D. for total of 
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Box 2027, Memphis, Tenn. 


Rush me a DOUBLE BOTTLE Treatment 
of famous Lady Lennox Hair Coloring. 
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GREEN, BLUE, ROSE, OR CLEAR WHITE 


RIMLESS SPORT GLASSES 5935 


and Poil- 


tshed. Guaranteed 

Genuine ground lenses 

in rich gold plated 

frames. CASE FREE of 

extra charge. Send ne 

money. Pay Postman, plus postage on money back guarantee. 
ELLIS RAND CO., 2348 Milwaukee Ave., Dept 1616, Chicago 47,1. 


lysones 








NEW songwriters, poets share $33 millions 
yearly. Songs Composed, PUBLISHED, 
Promoted. Appraisal. info FREE from 


NORDYKE. Music Publishers 
6000 Sunset, HOLLYWOOD 28T Calif 












Amazing Bleach & Glow Cream begins 
magic lightening and clearing action at once! 


Works within skin to make dull, dark, 
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could watch her grow, | could even help 
her sometimes. Yes, that is the best way I 
thought. 

So that is how it was done. Aunt Marion 
and Uncle Bill took her home, my little Ida 
Fern. Aunt Marion and I had been away 
so long. everyone accepted the story, and 
accepted Ida Fern as Aunt Marion’s. 

So I was home again. but now the pain 
began—daily as I watched Ida Fern grow. 
and when she began to talk and call Aunt 
Marion “mommy.” 

Ed too. began to come again to see me. 
Always quiet and businesslike. he was like 
balm to my sore spirit. And one evening 
when he asked me to marry him, and kissed 
me gently it was like a quiet peace flowing 
all through me. Now I had to decide 
whether to tell Ed about my baby. I taiked 
it over with Aunt Marion. 

“Katherine.” she said. “it is better for 
no one else to know about Ida Fern. She 
could still lose everything Bill and I have 
tried to build for her. if ever a breath gets 
out.” 

Watching Ida Fern. chubby in her sand 
box. I knew she was right. I knew she was 
right so I never told Ed my secret, but 
married him and lived with him in this 
little house where I had sewed slip covers, 
cooked and made a home for him. 

But as the last two years went by my 
pain grew worse. painfully I found out that 
a sin never goes unpunished. and I wanted 
Ida Fern for my own more than ever. 

Well today was the last. the limit. I had 
to do something to get my child back. What 
could I do? T rocked back and forth in my 
kitchen. rocked back and forth just sitting 
at the table. Now my face was dry. it 
seemed as if no more tears could come. 

Just then the kitchen door behind me 
opened. It was Aunt Marion with an ac- 
cusing face. 

“Katherine.” she said. her voice firm, 
“this can’t go on. That scene in the store, 
if I hadn’t gotten Ida Fern out of there you 
might have given it all away. You’ve got to 
control yourself.” 

“Control myself.” I echoed. my voice 
high. “You tell me to control myself? 
Well. I want you to know that I want Ida 
Fern back.” 

“But you can’t have her back. Katherine. 
how can you have her back? All her little 
world would be wrecked if she found out 
now that I’m not her real mother, that Bill 
isn’t her father. And you’ve never told Ed. 
Katherine. you’re selfish in this. you know 
Ida Fern is well loved and taken care of.” 

“That’s not enough.” I stormed, jumping 
up. “that’s not enough. I want her back. 
vou hear?” 

Aunt Marion got up. grasping me by 
both shoulders and shaking me. “Kath- 
erine,” she said. “there must be some way 
to make you see that what you want is 
wrong for Ida Fern.” 

“It’s not wrong.” I cried. “I love her.” 

Thoughtfully Aunt Marion looked at me. 
She said, “If we could present this to an 
impartial judge, would you be willing to 


abide by the decision he would make? 

I thought about it. “Yes,” I said final); 
sitting down again wearily. “Yes, I woul 
But what do you mean?” 

“There’s a TV program and problem 
people can’t solve themselves are presente) 
to other people for judgment. Will yy 
let me take this’to them and abide by why 
they decide is right for us?” 

“Yes.” I felt beaten down, “yes. maybe 
they can tell us what’s best to do.” 

Well. Aunt Marion took it to the peopk 
I watched my set at home. She told they 
about Ida Fern’s birth, her adoption, he 
life up to now. And then she told them of 
my wanting her back. my own flesh and 
blood. Aunt Marion was fair. and under 
the questioning of the man in charge, she 
told them of the kind of home I could give 
Ida Fern if I had her. but she told then 
too that Ed knew nothing of her birth, 

Then the man asked the people for their 
opinions. The rail was crowded with peo. 
ple all wanting to express their opinion. 

One woman said. “That woman may be 

the child’s natural mother. but this one is 
her real mother. This is the one who ha: 
given her the love and care a real mother 
gives her child. I say leave her where she 
is. 
Another said. “What right has the nat- 
ural mother to come by now and want to 
disrupt the child’s home life. Leave it 
alone I say.” 

Much that was bad was said about me. 
and at home I cowered in my chair. For 
it was all true. I hadn’t had the courage 
when I needed it. I had been the weak one 
all along. Now a clergyman was talking 
earnestly. giving his opinion. 

“Every child born.” he said. “is granted 
first. the right to be loved. and second. the 
right to be wanted. Since her natural 
mother has denied the little girl both these 
rights and they have been supplied by this 
other couple. then they have in truth be: 
come her real parents. and they are the 
ones who should continue to be allowed to 
give her these two things. The little girl 
has every right under not only the laws of 
man but also those of God. to be assured 
of these two rights of every human being. 
the rights to be loved, and to be truly 
wanted.” 

After that I stopped listening. I had 
been truly brought to judgment. for I knew 
what the vote would be. I knew even be- 
fore Aunt Marion came home and told me. 
that it would be by a vast majority against 
me. and rightly so. 

I battled with myself. knowing now Ida 
Fern had gone out of my keeping forever. 
My heart would always have to bleed that 
my first born could not be mine. but I knew 
too. that my atonement might come through 
being very sure that no children of mine 
would ever feel this terrible feeling of be 
ing unwanted that had driven me to shame. 

And so Ed and IT have our home. and! 
often see Ida Fern. But I'll not go bach 
on my word to Aunt Marion. and I'll work 
at my share of the bargain. and finally 


please God, I'll find peace. | THE END 
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I Wished Her Dead! 


(Continued from Page 14) 


yould close her door and stay there alone 
jor hours. Later. she would call one of us 
o put it back up for her, after she had 
tightly rebound it with its wide blue rib- 
bon, 

Instinctively, I turned to go immediately, 
to leave her with her long-kept secret. But 
before I got past her, a thin. shriveled hand 
fell upon my arm. 

“Wait just a minute, Lucy,” she said. 
“| want to show you something.” Her voice 
sounded like that of a proud child. 

Ordinarily I would have brushed her 
away by telling her that / had work to do, 
that somebody had to take care of things 
around the house. But now I had to admit 
that | was curious. I wanted to know what 
she kept in that old box. Was it money. 
maybe? Stocks, securities? Was she like 
some of the old miserly recluses I had read 
about in newspapers who hoard money and 
end up with a hundred thousand dollars 
hidden away in an old shoe while they die 
of starvation? Maybe that was it. Maybe 
the old girl had been holding out on every- 
hody all these years. and now that she was 
about to go meet her Maker. she was going 
to do something decent for somebody for 
a change. 

“These are my treasures,” she said shaki- 
ly, her fingers trembling as she lifted the 
lid. 

Treasure! So I was right! 

She removed the lid. revealing a large 
brown envelope, which she turned upside 
down, dumping its contents onto the bed 
where she sat. 

Yellowed photographs and folded old 
papers! 

These were her treasures? Now the old 
woman was getting feeble-minded along 
with everything else. 

“I want to show you just a few of these,” 
she said. Then, seeing the look of scorn 
on my face, she added. “I guess you don’t 
think much of my treasures. Lucy. But 
they’re all I’ve got in the world. They’re 
all anybody can have when they’re as old 
as | am—their memories. Memories of 
when they were young and full of life. just 
like you and Carl are now. If you don’t 
have memories when you’re old. you don’t 
have anything. Here. look at this.” 

She handed me a faded photograph of a 
baby boy. the spitting image of the baby 
picture I had of Jerry in all of his cute, 
innocent. wonderful nudity. 

“Carl!” T said delightedly. 

“No.” she said. “That’s Carl’s father. I 
Was just about your age when I had him.” 

My age? It was hard to think of this 
withered old creature ever having been my 
age. 

“And look at this.” she was saying. hand- 
Ing me a delicate, ancient paper. 


It was a certificate, saying that it was 
being presented the prettiest girl in school. 
“Emma Hutchinson.” That was her name! 
Her, a beauty much like I had 
been? 

“Surprised?” she asked. “Well. men had 


queen. 


an eye for pretty girls back in my day just 
as they do now.” 

She thumbed through a few of the other 
photographs. pictures of relatives: an ail- 
ing brother she had cared for until the day 
he died; a young nephew she had nursed 
back to health after a seige of tuberculosis; 
a great fat woman they had all called Big 
Clemmie who made the most delicious 
cakes and pies and laughed and ate all the 
time. 

Her mind raced back quickly and pre- 
cisely to many incidents. and her voice lost 
its usual quaver as she talked of the past. 
Then she stopped abruptly. apologizing for 
rattling on so. 

“T really didn’t mean to bore you. Lucy.” 
she said, placing her hand on my arm 


“But I 


again. just wanted you to under- 
stand.” 

I thought for a moment. trying desperate- 
ly to understand; trying to understand that 
she must have once been young and pretty 
as I, and that she must never have thought 
of growing old, as I did not think of it now. 
But I would grow old, wouldn't 1? And so 
would Carl. And before us. so would my 
parents. It hurt to think that little Jerry’s 
wife might some day grow up to despise my 
mother. much as I did Carl’s grandmother. 
Would there be nobody to love my parents. 
to want them if I were gone? Would there 
someday, sixty years from now if I lived 
that long. be no one to want me? 

I looked into the old woman’s eyes, and 
saw that she was not only trying to make 
me understand. but that she was trying to 
give me something—something of her treas- 
ures, Was that it? Of course! That’s what 
it was. Love. Love for my memories. When 
I grew old as she. I could look back. think- 
ing of the love. not hate. that I had shared. 
Yes, this was the treasure she was giving 
me now. She did not want me to bear all 
the days of my life the hatred I had felt 
for her these three years. 

Her hand still on my And 
somehow now I did not cringe from the 
touch of it. It was no longer the hand of 
a sick, aged woman. No. it was the loving 
hand of a kind. warm, wise person. 

“Alright, Grandma.” I said. “I'll go and 
fix you some lunch. When you get through 
with these, I’d like to look at some more 
of them before I put them up for you.” 


THE END 


was arm. 


She was smiling when I left. 
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A Slave To Sex 


(Continued from Page 35) 


“Look, would you two like to be alone?” 
This time I recognized the voice. It was 
The first one had been Cleo’s. 

[ was breathing hard and my hair and 

; were disarranged as I quickly pulled 

from Freddie, who looked as em- 
barrassed as I felt. 

“This place is fine for smooching, but 

what you want to do, you need a li- 

e.” Cleo said, laughing. 

[f you don’t like it, don’t knock it,” 
told her, and then reached for her 
gain, commanding, “Come here.” 

‘Oh. no,” Cleo said, pulling away and 
ing over to the window on her side of 

e car. “Somebody here has got to keep 

cool head.” 

Come on.” I managed to say finally. 

Let’s go home.” 

Baby. you don’t act like you want to go 

’ George said, his eyes leering at me 
riously. 

Come on, George,” Freddie said quick- 
Let’s get out of here.” 

George gave him a long, incredulous 
tare, then laughed and started up the car. 
Freddie and I said nothing to each other 

way to my house. 


George’s. 


Ceorge 


| 
I 


THI 


NEXT FALL, Freddie went off to 
Mother, who had been hard- 
sed to keep a roof over our heads most 
my life, promised hopefully that maybe 
[ stayed home and worked a year or so, 
ould then be able to help me get 
sugh a university nearby. I had never 
re fully realized what not having a 
I had accepted all of the 
rlier privations—not having a bicycle, 
being able to go out with Mother and 

a fancy restaurant. having to get by 
fewer clothes than many girls my age 

lid. But now, not being able to go to col- 

ith the rest of the kids was some- 

of a blow. And I thought now how it 

ht have been possible if my father had 
home, 

\ll I really knew of my father was that 
id my mother had separated when I 
quite young, and I had always main- 

ed a romantic notion that one day he 

suld come back, much like a handsome 
ht on a big white horse, and reclaim 
ither’s love. But it had never happened. 

[It’s just as well that he doesn’t come 

Mother had said once when I told 
her | had actually dreamed about his re- 


college. 


meant. 


\I 


[here was a strange bitterness in her 
and as she talked to me about my 
father for the first time, a bright hardness 
ept into her eyes. “He left me, when you 
just a baby. Alice, for another woman. 

I could never forgive him for that,” she 


you mean he just walked out and 
ame back?” I asked. 


“Well, it wasn’t quite like that,” Mother 
replied. “I knew he had been running 
around with this woman for a long time. 
Oh, he was a handsome devil. There were 
always plenty of women after him. But 
he had really been carrying on with this 
one. When I heard about it, I went to her 
and told her I knew, and that I had a 
small baby—you—and that I didn’t intend 
to let her have my husband. She was an 
evil witch. and she screamed and raved and 
ordered me out of her house. saying that 
your father was hers and would always be 
hers. A few days later. after he had spent 
the night away from home, he came in the 
house in a sullen mood. and seemed to 
suffer some pain when he moved a certain 
way or touched his back to something. He 
tried to hide it at first. then later got angry 
when I kept after him. When we went to 
bed that night. I found out what was wrong. 
He had spent the night before in a drunken 
stupor at that woman’s place. While he was 
passed out there. she had burned her 
initials—“E. B.” for Ethel Blackwell—into 
his back with a cigarette. branding him, 
saying to me for all time that he was hers.” 

Mother’s eyes were glassy now, and she 
talked on. not to me anymore, just saying 
out loud the story she had kept locked up 
inside her all those years. 

“T couldn’t live with him after that,” she 
went on, as if in a trance. “I told him to 
pack his things and go. He did.” 

Then Mother looked at me and cried: 
“Oh, my baby.” and pulled me to her and 
wept bitterly. 

That night. I lay in bed thinking of my 
father. I hated him for what he had done, 
but still the old romantic notions I had of 
him were stronger than ever, now that I 
knew that he was really handsome and that 
women had fallen for him. I tried to think 
how other women felt when they were with 
him, and I thought that maybe they felt the 
same as I had that night in the car with 
Freddie, and I shuddered, recalling the 
strange. frightening. wonderful hunger. I 
was thinking of it when I fell asleep. 

One of the first kids to come home the 
following summer was George Poston. I 
saw him one day as I was leaving my job 
at Grant’s Drug Store. 

“Hey. Alice!” he called from the car he 
was parking at the curb nearby. 

“George! When did you come home?” 
I asked, walking over to the car. 

“Got in last night. Took a plane. I 
couldn’t wait on those slow pokes on the 
train,” he said matter-of-factly, and I re- 
membered a little resentfully how George’s 
folks had always had money. 

“Ts this your new car?” I asked, admir- 
ing the shiny new four-door hardtop he was 
driving. 

“Naw, the old man’s. I sold my jalopy 


” 





to some jerks up at school. I'll get another 
one this summer.” 

I looked at him carefully. He had growp 
a little browner and a little huskier, ang 
looked more dazzling than ever. He wa 
looking me over pretty good, too. 

“You know, I hardly recognized yoy 
honey,” he said. “You sure didn’t look 
like this the last time I saw you.” 

I blushed. knowing that George probg. 
bly never noticed me again after that night 
I was out with Freddie in his car. That had 
been a year and a half ago. I had changed 
thankfully for the better. I had more oj 
what could be described as a shape noy, 
rounder and firmer, and I took more pains 
with my hair and makeup. I knew that 
when I put my mind to it, I was an attrac. 
tive girl. I must have been, because Georg. 
was still paying me compliments. 

“Why don’t we get together this eye. 
ning?” he was saying, “and you can help 
me get re-acquainted with this old town,” 

“Fine.” I said, then suddenly remember. 
ing, I added, “But what about Cleo? Isn't 
she back home yet?” 

“She’s not coming home,” George said, 
“Going to spend the summer with an aunt 
in New York, she said. Anyway. that was 
last year’s folly. This is a new year.” 

“Okay.” I said lightly. “Call before you 
stop by for me so I'll be ready.” 

“Check,” he said, getting out of his car 
and heading for the drug store. 

I swung my footsteps gaily toward home, 
happy that George was noticing me a year 
and a half later. Certainly. I was more 
mature, more sure of myself. If he had 
stopped me on the street and asked me for 
a date that way before. I would probably 
have stood there dumbly and stuttered my- 
self to death. 

It would be nice to go out again. I had 
dated only once or twice during the past 
year. because there really weren’t many 
fellows around that I knew who were in- 
terested in me. Few of them had seen the 
new Alice Jordan. I liked the thought of 
that: the new Alice Jordan. 

That evening. for the second time in two 
years. I was in George Poston’s car, head- 
ing for the Grotto Inn. Once we were there, 
I noticed that the place did not seem nearly 
so lavish or romantic as it had when I 
first visited it. Still, it had charm, and 
George and I ate dinner and drank beer 
and danced. The excitement I had felt 
when dancing with Freddie was nothing 
compared to what the warmth of George's 
body stirred up in me. and I was glad when 
George finally whispered in my ear: “Re 
member Inspiration Point? Is it still 
there?” 

“T don’t know,” I answered. “I haven't 
been back.” 

“Well, you’re supposed to be helping m 
get re-acquainted.” he said. “Let’s go.” 

Inspiration Point was still there, and 
when George drew me to him to kiss me 
I remembered: This is what couples comé 
here for. 

And then it all came back to me in one 
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jot flood of embarrassment—the way I had 
ycted with Freddie, and how George and 
(leo had kidded me about it. Suddenly I 
lt very ashamed. But there was little 
ime. George was covering my face with 
kisses, and it seemed as if he had six hands. 


“George, please,” I protested, trying to 
squirm ey. 

“Come on,” he said. “After all, I’ve been 
icked up at school all year.” Then he 


ded: “And you’re a pretty hot number, 
[ remember, so let’s have a ball.” 

| wriggled in his grasp, trying to push 
away. I had wanted to be with George, 
even here at Inspiration Point, but now 
that I remembered and he remembered, I 
aiddenly wished very much to be home. 

But George was big and strong and in- 
sistent, and the more I fought. the more 
demanding he became. His mouth, hot and 
arching, was against mine; his hands, 
warm and roaming, bent on discovery. And 
the will built of resentment that had but 
moments ago been so strong within me 
faded slowly into nothingness. and I found 
myself, with breath and _ little 
moans, answering the soft, deep pleadings 
of George’s voice. I could not think or hate 
or resent. I could only grasp with body 
and soul the food of love with which to feed 
the hunger that swept through ever part 
of me. 

“George—George. don’t tear my dress,” 
[ wept at one point. And then as a wave 
of pain and shame and ecstacy swept over 
me, the dress or nothing else seemed any 
longer to be important. 

Later, I shrank back into a corner of 
the car, sobbing uncontrollably. 

“Gee, Alice, don’t cry like that about 
it,” George said finally. “I mean, it’s really 
not so terrible. It’s not like we were the 
first ones ever to—” 

Iturned my back to him, crying harder, 
louder, trying to drown myself, to disap- 
pear in a sea of tears. 

After a long while, George started up 
the motor and drove slowly back to town. 
Only once did he speak before we got to 
my house. It was when he said: “Gee whiz, 
[don’t understand it. You acted as much 
for it as I did. Now you're bawling like 
Iwas some kind of monster.” 

I managed to dry my eyes by the time 
ve got to my house. As soon as George 
had stopped the car, I opened the door and 
got out. “Goodnight,” I managed weakly, 
and then I ran into the house. I luckily got 
into my room without Mother seeing what 
amess my face was from crying. 

It was several days later when I saw 
Ceorge again. He came into Grant’s Drug 
Store while I was working, but he did not 
“y anything to me other than to speak. 
Iwas glad, for I felt that I would sink into 
the floor if he stayed and talked. That 


gasping 


-}night, he telephoned, and I found it easier 


'o talk to him that I had first imagined. 
Our conversation was pleasant and general, 
and I was glad that he did not speak of 





that night. But when he asked about taking 
me out again, I told him no. 

Days and weeks past, and George con- 
tinued to call often, but I would not go 
out with him. And as time passed, the 
haunting fear of pregnancy that had at first 
been with me passed, and soon I knew 
that I was alright. Until then, I had re- 
fused, as much as was humanly possible, 
to think of that night. But now I found 
my mind wandering back to it with mor- 
bid fascination. I was like a person afraid 
of the dead, yet unable to keep from gawk- 
ing at the body. 

George’s calls grew more frequent, but 
I was just as persistent in refusing to see 
him. And on those nights, I remembered 
Inspiration Point and cried myself to sleep. 

Freddie did not come home at all that 
summer, and [ learned that he had run 
into trouble in his studies and was staying 
in summer school to make it up. Although 
he did not write me. I wished desperately 
for him to come home, and prayed for the 
day when George would go back to college. 
Freddie is different, I told myself. Freddie 
will not take advantage of me. He won't 
do terrible things. Oh, Freddie, please 
come home. 


THE FOLLOWING SUMMER, Freddie 
came home. 

“I’m not going back to school,” he told 
me the day he came into the drug store and 
found me working there. “I was going in 
for pre-med, Alice, but I just don’t have it. 
And if I can’t be a doctor, I had just as 
soon go out to the steel mills and work.” 

I didn’t know exactly what to say to him, 
but I sympathized as best I could. And as 
I hoped he would, Freddie asked to take 
me to the movies that night. I happily told 
him yes. 

Freddie hadn’t changed much. His pim- 
ples were gone and he was taller and 
stronger, but he still had a shy way about 
him. When he took me home that night, 
I learned that his kiss was still pretty weak. 
But for me, I thought, that was the best 
kind. 

He went to work that summer in the 
mills, just as he had said he would, and 
we went out frequently. George Poston had 
come home too, and I did my best to avoid 
him. But finally, one night when Freddie 
and I were at the Grotto dancing, George 
came up and tapped Freddie on the 
shoulder. “This is kind of old-fashioned,” 
he said, “but do you mind if I cut in?” 
Freddie grinned and told him to feel free. 

George didn’t say a word while we 
danced, but the way he danced, he didn’t 
need to. He held me close against him, 
matching every movement of his body per- 
fectly to mine. I tried not to think of him, 
not to feel him next to me. And the harder 
I tried, the more aware of him I became. 
At last I feared that I would not be able 
to keep my legs from sinking beneath me 
before the music ended. When it did, 
George said to me simply: “Now who’re 


you going home with, me or Freddie?” 





LOVELY AND LUSTROUS 





HAIR-DO’S :: 


e reliable firm . . - selling | to and recommended 
by t 


LOW 
PRICES 





women since 1910. 





Humania has the pepe you need... 
-at a price that you can afford. 


style you want.. 


for the hair 


Satisfaction guaranteed or money refunded 
You have choice of shades; block, off-black, dark-brown. 





CONTE" ITALIAN CUT 
Natural looking part. 
Attractive and very smart. 
Only $29.75 
Mixed grey 


$34.75 







No. 
20. 
ALL AROUNDS 
Feother cu style. Costs ore 
6.50 


poser grey .... or 
\ HUMANIA’' $ 












Gives real 
natural ap- 
pearance. 


wavy human 
P nets 18*’ long. 
Easily attached. 
Made extra heavy. 

Comb front hair into it to 
make your own part. 
Very low price. ..10.95 
Mixed grey 13.95 





PAGE BOY 


12” wide, reaches 
from ear to ear. 
$2.25 Extra heavy 2.95 Only 





No, 1460. BOB WIG. 
Miss Personality. Flatter- 
ing, smart looking. Choice 
part either side or center. 
Hand made weft. $22.50 
Mixed grey __ $27.50 





ITALIAN CUT TOPPER 
Latest style crown piece on 
net foundation. Easily worn. 
Very attractive..... $13.95 

Mixed grey $18.95 


PONY 
TALS 





No. 71, Distinctive and 


popular........ only $3.50 





Tee Style | 
BARGAIN CHIGNON CC ¢ 
Large. Has nylon 
net. Glamorous. 
+= $2.75 


GLAMOUR covers 
entire heod 
only $10.95 


Mixed grey 3.95 Mixed grey $3.75 Mixed grey 13.95 


Write today for 48 page HUMANIA 
booklet, a colorful collection of new 


hair styles. 


RUMANIA HAIR CO 


Dept. 2 


2-TN 303 Fourth Ave., New York 10, N. Y. 





. Women’s 
‘Children’ 5 





ay, A! 


= 1.00 


SIZES 
COLORS 


% Circle size desired 


CHILDREN’S 


123456 
3 for $1.00 


78910 11 12 
3 for $1.50 


, WOMEN’S 
10 12 a be is 
ior $1.00 
20 to 48 
$1.00 each 


Money Back 
Guarantee 


Send $1.00 plus S50¢ 
for handling and post- 
age. No C.0.D.’s under 
$3.00. $1.00 deposit 


uti on C.0.D.'s. 


FREE: Catalogue and Gift with orders over $3.00 
5TH AVENUE MAIL ORDER MART 


19 West 44th Street 


New York 36 


Dept. B 
73 





~ . 
— ¥ “ 


Grand Forks Mother can’t 


risk being a ‘“‘pioneer”’ 


when she shops... 


GEATRICE Pinsiey 


She’s always satisfied most with a 
brand that’s made a name for itself! 


MADE IT... and I make sure that the best 
Is 1 workmanship go into any product 
1ame on it. Naturally, people blame 
1y product is unsatisfactory, and they 
ying it. I can’t risk turning out any- 

at may be only ‘second-best.’ ” 


{ MANUFACTURER 


“| SOLD IT... recommended it because the 
name it has made for itseli tells me it’s one of 
the best, most up-to-date products in its field. 
In fact, a good brand name is the best guarantee 
my customers can have when they buy. And 


for me, too . I know they'll buy it again.” 


*} BOUGHT IT... because it’s an advertised 
brand I can trust completely. I just won’t risk 
my family’s welfare on some product I don’t 
know anything about—even when they say it’s 
‘just as good.’ I feel safer, somehow, when I 
stick to a brand I know I can depend on.” 


THE BRANDS YOU SEE ADVERTISED IN THIS MAGAZINE ARE NAMES YOU CAN TRUST! 


They stand firmly behind every product and claim they make. 


BRAND NAMES FOUNDATION, INC. + 437 FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK 16, N. Y., 





I didi 
walked : 
“Let’s 
as s00n 
and Fre 
manner, 
“Oh, 
to him 
father’s 
“Wha 
slipping 
“Noth 
it’s nice 
My prot 
Stirre 
me with 
usual. I 
fervor. : 
utes pa 
vigorous 
unsurely 
natural, 
memory 
Sudde 
tion wer 
into so 
hear Fre 
urgently 
“Hur 
“Hurry. 
“Not 
out. Wi 
“T kn 
ON M 
came M 
first six 
my min 
remorse 
marriage 
the tide 
ebbed a 
that I ha 
the olde 
We were 
thing. 
away fr 
freely, 
emotions 
Most 
py. idyll 
the won 
slowly 
own ca 
seemed 1 
six mon 
and fear 
be. I exy 
of a pass 
his chil 
made n 
complis 
was bor 
of marri 
excuses 
after I 
to bed h 
soon fal] 
Finall 
great in 
past mi 
tired of 
any mor 











| didn’t answer him, but whirled and 
walked away. 

“Let’s get out of here,” I told Freddie 
yssoon as I saw him. My face was flushed, 
and Freddie, sensing some distress in my 
manner, did not hesitate. 

“Oh, Freddie, Freddie,” I said, clinging 
to him tightly once we were out in his 
father’s car. 

“What’s the matter. Alice?” 
dipping his arms around me. 

“Nothing. really,” I lied. “Only—only 
it’s nice to be with you.” Silently I added: 
My protector. Dear Freddie, protect me. 

Stirred by my affection, Freddie kissed 
me with considerably more authority than 
ysual. I returned it gratefully with equal 
fervor. Slowly and uncertainly, as the min- 
utes passed. exchange grew more 
vigorous and deliberate; Freddie groping 
unsurely, yet aroused, and I, moving my 
natural, overpowered instinct and the warm 
memory of another night. 

Suddenly my fear and need for protec- 
tion were forgotten, and floating slowly off 
into some vague. different world, I could 
hear Freddie’s voice whispering my name 
urgently, pleading. 

“Hurry. Freddie darling.” 
“Hurry.” 

“Not here. Alice. 
out. Where?” 

“I know the place.” I told him. 

ON MY NINETEENTH birthday. I be- 
came Mrs. Freddie Thomas. And for the 
first six months of our marriage, I closed 
my mind to the picture of a guilt-ridden, 
remorseful Freddie. haltingly proposing 
marriage to me at Inspiration Point after 
the tide of passion had washed over us and 
ebbed away. I would not admit to myself 
that I had forced his conscience to it, using 
the oldest weapon at woman’s command. 
We were married, that was the important 
thing. We were married and I was safely 
away from George Poston; safe to love 
freely, to release the volcanic, pent-up 
emotions that surged within me. 

Most of those first six months were hap- 
py, idyllic times as Freddie and I explored 
the wondrous new world of marriage. I was 
lowly becoming aware, however, that my 
own capacity and desire for love-making 
seemed to exceed Freddie’s. After the first 
six months, there was a definite difference. 
and fearing what Freddie’s reaction might 
be. I explained my own hunger as a result 
ofa passionate desire to conceive and bear 
his child. This inflated his ego, and he 
made noble effort to bring about the ac- 
complishment of my wishes. Yet no child 
was born, and near the end of the first year 
of marriage, Freddie began often making 
*xeuses to keep from coming to bed until 
after I was asleep, or else he would hurry 
to bed himself right after dinner and would 
soon fall into deep slumber. 

Finally one night when he pretended 
great interest in some obscure book long 
past midnight. I burst into tears. “You’re 
tired of me,” I sobbed. “You don’t love me 
any more,” 
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our 
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and tired, how typical of a wife I sounded. 

“Sure I love you, Alice,” Freddie said 
lamely. “But after all, I have to work at 
the mill all day. I have to have my rest. 
I mean, I just can’t go on night after night, 
making love to you until three or four 
o'clock in the morning.” 

This, I felt, was at last utter rejection, 
and I wept bitterly until Freddie finally 
put his arms around me and gently said: 
“Alright, I’m sorry, Alice. C’mon, let’s g 
to bed.” But although Freddie did his best 
to resolve the cause of my tears that night, 
from then on there was a wall between us. 

I told myself later that if George Poston 
had picked any other time to move again 
into my life, I could have rejected him. But 
even as I said it. I knew it to be a lie. 
Freddie’s actions, or lack of action, only 
made it easier for George, but he would 
have won out in the end anyway. 

George and Freddie had always been 
friendly, so there was. I supposed. no rea- 
son why he should not drop by the house 
the summer that he finished college. 

“T’m sorry Freddie isn’t home. He would 
like to see you. George.” I said the first day 
he came to the house. 

“Is he still working at 
George asked. 

“Yes. but it isn’t as bad now as when he 
started. I mean, he’s doing some kind of 
paper work now, keeping records or some- 
thing. I guess they don’t get men with two 
years of college very often.” 

“No, I guess not.” George said. 

We tried to keep the conversation light, 
but there was an electric-like tension build- 
ing up in the room. and I was glad when 
George got up to go. “I'll have to drop in 
another time to see old Fred,” he said, but 
the way he looked at me. I knew that the 
next time he came. it would not be to see 
Freddie. 

George came twice again within a week, 
and even though I angrily sent him away 
on the second occasion, I knew that he was 
right when he told me: “You and I both 
know how it is, Alice. Why play games? 
You want the same thing I want.” 

And the next time that he came. it was 
as he said. Later, I could only remember 
that at one moment [ had been fighting him 
with all my strength, and that almost with- 
in that same instant I was clawing at him 
savagely. begging him to take me. 

My affair with George Poston lasted 
about three months. In the first days of 
mixed glory and anguish, I would tell my- 
self, while in the convulsions of passion, 
that here was a man, a red-blooded flesh 
and fire man—not a sissy like Freddie. But 
as both the frequency and length of 
George’s visits diminished, I grew to learn 
that mine was a thirst not to be quenched 
by George or Freddie and—I sickened at 
the thought—perhaps never by one man. 
When George’s visits finally ceased. I paced 
the house like a caged tigress. It was the 
same place that I had been in love with 
and fretted over like a mother hen, and 
now it bored me. I did housework with an 


the mills?” 


impatience that would not allow me to stay 
long at any one task. I would start to wash 
dishes and then stop suddenly to iron, or wu 
make the bed, or water the plants or maybe 
stop to look at television for a while, ofte 
jumping up and snapping it off right jp 
the middle of what I would have ong 


considered an interesting program. Stil} 
once the set began to give trouble, I curse 
it bitterly and called immediately for a re. 
pairman. 

“I'm afraid it’s something in the ¢op. 
denser, Mrs. Thomas. I'll have to take j 
into the shop,” the tall, ebony-colored man 
who came to check the TV told me. He had 
short-cropped, wiry hair, and _ his teeth 
gleamed like pearls out of his dark fea. 
tures. He was about my age, towering sey. 
eral inches above me and smiling easily. 

“You see,” he went on, “I thought at firs 
it might have been these tubes here or ip 
these wires running though here, but | 
checked all that out and they’re okay. So 
it’s got to be the condenser.” He was shov. 
ing me the inside of the set as he talked, 
and as I leaned over beside him, watching 
his strong hands move deftly about. | 
caught the slight masculine smell of his 
body. My nostrils flared. and the sudden 
powerful urge that swept over me caused 
me to quickly back away. 

“Yes, yes,” I said. “Whatever you need 
to do. just take it.” 

In a few minutes he was gone with the 
set, and I sank weakly into a chair. my legs 
trembling. 

It was late in the afternoon several days 
later when he came back with the repairs 
all done. I had just came from the bath- 
tub and was about to begin dressing before 
Freddie came home when the doorbell 
rang. 

“Well, your set’s all ready. Mrs. Thom- 

s.” he said when I opened the door. He 
smiled smoothly as he had done before. He 
carried the 21-inch table model TV in his 
arms as easily as if it had been an empty 
cardboard box. His shirt-sleeves were rolled 
up, and his muscles rippled gently under 
his satiny black skin. As he walked past 
me, I caught the gentle odor of him again. 
This time I did not back away. 

He began talking. explaining to me what 
was wrong, how he had fixed it. I under- 
stood nothing of what he said, but stood 
in fascination. Finally I walked over to the 
set and looked behind it where he had 
shown me the first time. “It looks the same 
to me.” I said, leaning over beside him. 
and then raising up, brushing against him 
as I did so, 

He cleared his throat as he flipped on 
the picture and said, “It'll play a lot bet 
ter though.” 

I looked at him, my eyes laughing. chal- 
lenging: “I’m sure it will,” I said. 

He cleared his throat again with notice- 
able embarrassment. “Well, I guess that 
will about do it,” he said. 

“Will it?” I asked. This time the chal- 
lenge was in my voice as well as my eyes- I 
was reckless now. mindful only of my owt 
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id longing. Brazenly I deftly struck the 
helt of my robe, causing it to fall open. His 
eyes froze at the sudden sight of naked 
fesh, and his dark red tongue licked lightly 
at his lips. 

Whatever words were spoken after that 
yere not heard by me. I was only aware 
ofhis strong arms about me, his lips hotly 
pressed against mine. the low, tortured 
moan rising slowly out of my own throat, 
and briefly, the worried thought racing 
through my brain: /s there time before 
Freddie gets home? Oh, God, there’s got 
to be time. 

There wasn’t enough time, not quite. I 
never knew when Freddie came in, nor how 
long he had been standing there. It was 
as if all of a sudden a bitter-sweet dream 
had changed into a nightmare. There was 
Freddie, staring in disbelief. And there 
was I. in bed with another man. There 
were curses, threats. apologies, crying and 
a slamming of doors, all in rapid succes- 
son. And then at last. Freddie and I were 
alone with just the sounds of his angry 
voice and my weeping. 

“Why, Alice? Why?” he demanded when 
his tone grew calmer. I could not answer. 
I only wept louder. 

For the first time in our marriage. Fred- 
die left the house and did not return all 
night. The next day. he came home about 
noon and announced that he was leaving 
me. 

“T’'ve been wanting to have another crack 
at school, so this seems like a good time 
to do it. I’m sorry. Alice. I guess I failed 
you in what you wanted or needed most. 
Maybe some other guy can keep up the 
pace. Anyway. I don’t think there is much 
else to say about the whole thing.” 

I wanted to cry some more, but there 
were no tears left. I wanted to plead with 
him to stay, yet I knew that was as reason- 
less as it was hopeless. Freddie was not 
what I wanted. and I thought now that per- 
haps he had never been, really. He had 
only seemed the lesser of two evils. Now. I 
blamed him for things being the way they 
were. If he had been more of a man. there 
would never have been George Poston. not 
after we were married. And there should 
lave been children to love. I had wanted 
children. And then this would not have 
happened. Yes. Freddie had failed me. and 
low my marriage was ruined; ruined in a 
ingle afternoon with a man I had seen 
oly twice in my life. And I did not even 
know his name. 

Five weeks after Freddie left me, I 
satin a doctor’s office. laughing hysterical- 
ly at the fickleness of fate. For a year I 
tad wished desperately for a baby. Now, 
vith my husband gone. I was going to have 
me—whose. I couldn’t be sure. Freddie’s? 


Probably. George’s? Maybe. The TV re- 
palrman’s? There was that possibility. 


Hardened and bitter, I decided I did not 
care who its father was. I wanted my baby. 
It would be someone to love, to cherish, to 
lavish affection on, and it would not betray 


me or use me, as cthers had done. 





I began clipping baby clothing ads and 
reading books on child care, happily an- 
ticipating. Freddie had left me a little 
money, and I could work a while to pay the 
rent on the house and eat. It would work 
out. I would have my baby. 

But in the third month of my pregnancy, 
I was denied even that. I became ill and 
lost the child. Sullen with despair and my 
money gone for doctor’s bills. I grasped the 
one black thought that must at some time 
come to all women like myself—suicide. 
But I was too weak for that. Besides. I en- 
visioned my heartbroken mother. who was 
growing old now. and whom I had seen 
less and less the last few months. No. I 
could not commit suicide. Two things were 
certain: I had to live, and I had to have 
men. 

The answer to my problem was not a 
unique one. It did not take me long to 
realize that my own value to the 
world was nil. I had for a brief time worked 
behind the counter of a drug store. That 
talent. Or was it? I had to 
have money to live and men to survive; 
wasn’t the answer fairly simple? A year 
ago. I would have been made ill by the 
thought. but now I accepted life for what 
it was. 

That evening. I put on my best dress and 
took a taxi to the I spent a couple 


business 


was my sole 


Grotto. 


of hours there. grateful that I saw few 
familiar faces. Finally I sized up my man. 


He was rather short and fat and brown. 
much like a fried chicken. He was well 
He met all the require- 
Grotto. I took him 


dressed and alone. 
ments. When I left the 
home with me. 

That was the beginning. The end came 
many months and many men later. I had 
learned by then that in a city the size of my 
home town, a woman practicing my newly- 
acquired profession could maintain a high- 
er station in life by joining a more elite 
rank, the call girls—more highly-paid. spe- 
cialized women who worked by contacts 
and appointment only. instead of prowling 
bars and night clubs for prospects. I did 


rather well. having what might be called 
a greater than normal capacity for my 
work. And. to my slight surprise. I had 
found one man much like another. They 


all wanted what I had to give. and they all 
in turn satisfied my two basic needs. I did 
nor did 


think 


except 


not fall love with any of them. 
I care to. Furthermore. I did 
that I had ever really been in love. 
maybe with and I thought 
it strange that I should decide now that it 
was love that caused the strange attraction 
No. I would 


not 


George Poston. 


between us that I despised so. 
love no man. Men were responsible for all 
the poverty and shame and heartbreak and 
disgrace I had known. If I had any feeling 
for them now. it was hate. 

This was the mood I was in on the cold, 
January night when I got a call to 


snowy 
the fellow’s hotel. I cursed softly as I 
dressed to go, thinking how terribly bad 


the weather was outside. and thinking that 
for once I felt no desire for the job. 
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My mood did not change once I got; 
the hotel. The man was much the sap) 
as the others. A little older than most, byl 
not any more so than some I had run CTOs: 
“They’re the same at all ages.” I remep, 
ber the girls of the profession telling y, 
in my early days. “only with the older ons 
it’s quicker.” a 

Then let this be quick, 1 thought to ny. 
self as I scorned his fumbling attempts» 
get me to drink, to establish an air 9 
friendliness and intimacy. After all, | 
knew, that was supposed to be the chie 
difference between the call girl and th 
prostitute. With the later it was simph 
a business transaction. With the call gi 
it was supposed to be a play-for-pay, gay 
kind of thing. ' 

But I was not gay tonight. and as | 
watched the old man. I saw something won 
and tragic in him. He was still a little hand. 
some, although time and high living haj 
apparently taken their toll. More than that 
he seemed to desperately be trying to ge 
special attention from me. to want me ty 
genuinely like him, much like an olde 
woman seeks the attentions of younger men 
as she makes a last ditch stand to hold, 
youthfulness that has left her many years 
before. It was bad enough in women. but 
worse in men, I thought. 

I lay across the bed now. watching in 
silence as the old man slipped off his shoes, 
then began to undo his shirt. As I watched 
him undressing slowly by the lamplight, 
my disgust mounted. slowly. slowly until 

-hut then my eyes fastened on_ the 
brown. flabby expanse of flesh that was 
his back. And there, in dimly etched let- 
ters, were the initials I had first heard of 
as a young girl: “E.B.”—for Ethel Black- 
well. 

I began screaming then, screaming and 
laughing at the top of my lungs. He leaped 
up suddenly. “What in god’s name is the 
matter?” he shouted, fear in his eyes. 

But I only laughed and screamed louder. 
[ could not even stop long enough to tell 
him that I was his daughter. I could not 
stop to tell him how ironic it was that! 
had not even bothered to get his name. But 
then. I had never been much for names. So 
I just screamed and laughed. I was stil 
screaming and laughing when the hotel 
clerk and police came and took me away. 

IT HAS NOT been too bad here in the 
hospital. At first. it’s a little frightening 
to learn that you have gone mad. even if 
just temporarily. And now. for the firs 
time, my problem is in the hands of doctors. 
They admit there is only so much that they 
can do, like explain to me what causes me 
to be the way I am. And they are not evel 
certain about that. Much of it is physical 
but they tell me that there are other things 
too. Like the love-hate complex for my 
father that I had from early adolescence. 
or the frustrated love for George Poston 
or the despair of not having a child. 

Whatever it is, I can only be helped 
by helping myself. like the alcoholic an¢ 
the dope addict. But will I be able te: 
Only time will tell. THE EN} 
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A Nightmare Shamed My Past 


(Continued 


hand. “Good. Now you're acting smart.” 
rs NEXT DAY when Bert came into 

the restaurant. I asked casually. “Well, 
how was the date?” 

He looked puzzled. “What date?” 

“The date you were rushing to last night. 
Your visit was so short it was a disappoint- 
ment.” 

His eyes held mine. “For you?” 

“No, for Diane. She thought you were 
very nice.” 

“I think she’s nice. too,” “And 
as far as my rushing off. well, it wasn’t to 
keep a date with a girl. if that’s what you 
mean. My brother and his wife invited me 


he said. 


over.” 

“Diane had fixed some sandwiches,” I 
lied. “I’d told her what a swell person you 
were and she was anxious to meet you.” 

“ll take a raincheck. any time you say,” 
Bert told me. 

When Bert came that next weekend, I’d 
cooked a steak dinner and hinted that 
Diane had done it. Afterwards, we sat 
around talking. but I kept in the back- 
ground so that Le and Diane would get 
to know each other better. Bert suggested 
a movie for the next weekend and I said 


it was all right. But when he called for 
us, I pretended to have a headache and 


told him and Diane to go on without me. 

That’s the way it went for the next two 
months. | wasn’t always able to squirm out 
of dates, and when the three of us 
out together. I felt a glow of happiness. 
I told myself it was because Diane was get- 
ting such a good man. but looking back, 
I know differently. I dared not admit even 
tomyself that I always pretended that Bert 
was my date and Diane was just tagging 
along. 

One night. when Bert came to dinner, 
Diane gulped down her food and jumped 
up. “Where are you going?” I asked 
surprise. 

‘T’ve got a date- 
announced boldly. 

I gasped. But Diane was out the door 
and gone before I could protest. My heart 
went cold. How could she do this to Bert? 
To me? I glanced at him. His eyes held 
mein a penetrating stare. 

“There’s no point in keeping up this 
game, Willa.” he said. His voice had a 
strange. soft quality to it. 

“What—what do you mean?” I faltered. 

“This pretending business. I know that 
Diane never cooked any of these meals. 
And I know that you loosened a tube in 
the TV set the first night I came here.” 

I felt sick inside. All my hopes and 
dreams for my sister were smashed. I felt 


went 


she 


with Jim Collins.” 


trom 
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Bert’s hand cover mine and heard him say, 
“But that is important. It’s you 
I’ve been coming to see, not Diane.” 

I wondered if I were dreaming. Maybe 
he and Diane had decided to play some 
“Me?” I said in a 


none of 


sort of joke on me. 
trembling whisper. 
“Yes. 
He got up and came around to my chair. 
Gently. he tilted my until our eyes 
met. “A can’t help where his heart 
wanders either. All the time 
I was seeing you in the restaurant I liked 


you!” 


chin 
man 


or his eyes. 


you. Then. when I came here. I began to 
like you even more.” 

“But what about you and Diane?” | 
managed. 

“Diane’s a sweet girl. and I like her. 


But she’s interested in a boy her own age, 


and ’m—well. I’m in love with you.” 


I wanted to scream and cry at the same 


time. There was an icy feeling in my stom- 
ach. I felt I was being torn apart. I shiv- 


ered and glowed alternately at the touch 
of his fingers on my face. I wanted to tear 
my gaze away from his, but I couldn’t. All 
my plans were ruined. and I seemed to be 


standing on the edge of the unknown. 


“Why?” I asked stupidly. “Why did 
Diane date you?” 

“What else could she do? She told me 
how you kept prodding her. She only 
wanted to please you.” 

“She told you that?” 

He nodded. “But only after things be- 


gan to get so complicated she didn’t know 
what else to do.” 

If he hadn’t laughed then, breaking the 
that built me. | 
think I would have gone into hysterics. As 


tension had up inside 
it was. I kept control of my voice. 

“I’ve made a first class fool of myself. 
haven't I. Bert?” 

“No.” 

Before I quite realized what he was up 
to. he had lifted me gently out of my chair 
and made turn to face him. Then his 
lips were on mine with a passion greater 

was more than I knew a 
It was warmly alive with all 


me 


than desire. It 
kiss could be. 
the things I’d ever yearned for. 

And before the dark shadows in my mind 
had a chance to chill my emotions, I was 
answering him. My arms crept up around 
his neck. My lips searched for his, eagerly. 

Then the nightmare returned, and I real- 
ized that this was only a moment stolen 
right to all the 


happiness and joy it promised. The reac- 


from eternity. I had no 


tion came quickly. I felt my lips grow 
numb. My arms dropped listlessly at my 
sides. 

“What is it, darling?” Bert asked anx- 
iously. 
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He was holding me away from him now, I raised up on one elbow. “You knoy iM 
a Z : é \lanag 
searching my face with his steady, deep- what?” I demanded. ego, SI 
set eyes. Then she told me that she knew aboy cone 
“Why couldn’t you have fallen in love my affair with Joey, even though I thought himsel 
with Diane?” I said brokenly. at the time she was too young to be awan} Qnce 
“T’ve told you. It’s always been you. And of it. She also told me that she had con, Roy W 
you do love me. don’t you?” to long enough to see me drag our step radio § 
I nodded, looking straight up into his father’s body into the kitchen that awfyl the loc 
face. The honesty and the love I saw there night. “But I never held it against you, Cook t 
only deepened my misery. I knew then _ Sis,” she said. “You did it to save me, and ie oe 
that everything I'd done had been a lie. Bert says that you’ve got nothing to be did 
Even while I was maneuvering to get him afraid of.” he e 
to call on Diane, I’d been unconsciously An icy hand seemed to clutch my hear, talking 
falling in love with him myself. “Bert? He knows all that?” he's - 
“Then there’s nothing to worry about,” Diane nodded. “I could see he loved their ft 
—— he said. “Your sister will find herself a you so much,” she told me. “He wanted Roy 
B } ° “h t ; man soon enough.” to know all about you. so I told him how for tho: 
é JUS Can SJ, “Tt isn’t that.” I said. “It’s something you'd risked your life for me. and then | “ ™° 
y, le light” nith... ‘4 so terrible I can’t tell you.” cared for me all this time.” $8,000 
He stared at me for a long moment. “It doesn’t matter.” I said dully. “When | In add. 
LIGHTER, BRIGHTER SKIN “Then don’t tell me. I know all I need to [ sent him away, I was secretly hoping | potenti 
know about you. You’re kind and sweet that he wouldn’t go. Now I realize that } arrange 
Be his Valentine for keeps— and unselfish.” I'll never see him again.” not eve 
start using Black and White That was too much. If he loved me that “You'll see him again,” Diane said con. } since h 
Bleaching Cream as directed and much, I could never let him get mixed fidently. “Bert won't let you down.” to chec 
see your dull, dark skin take on up in my awful trouble. “Get out!” I As it turned out, Diane was right. The Platt 
a new lighter, brighter, softer, shouted. ‘T don’t ever want to see you next day Bert came to the house. T saw newspa 
smoother look. Its bleaching again. I can’t let you do it. there was no point in talking last night, 
action works effectively inside —_ he explained. “You were too upset. I wat | = 
Be 3 DON’T KNOW how long I raved like you to marry me, Willa.” 
your skin. Modern science knows ‘ ae a 6h 3 
j ; : ‘ that, but when I finally got myself under But I can’t,” I cried. “Not with a mur 
no faster way of lightening skin. control, Bert was gone. Then I slumped der charge hanging over my head.” 
Get Black to the floor. sobbing brokenheartedly. He cupped my face in his hands. “From 
and White That’s the way Diane found me when What Diane told me about your step-father, 
Bleaching she returned. She helped me into bed. then it would take more than a creased skull 
Cream at washed my feverish face. She sat there kill him,” he said. “And even if the 
all drug quietly on the bed while I poured out my happened. you were only defending taining 
y counters. ; as ‘ your sister.” As in 
43¢, 65¢ heart. I told her of my love for Bert and “But” m 
how he had confessed his love for me. em une wrote 
“And you sent him away?” she asked His lips cut off my =. Weill eet | charact 
BLACK == AND WH ITE ' ~~? ; married as soon as possible,” he told me, } His cast 
incredulously. “then we'll go back to Eggersville—t- | gy] Gc 
BLEACHING CREAM “What else could I do?” I moaned. “It’s gather.” 2 Juliet 
better that he never finds out the truth ~ Jy the magic circle of his comforting Ray Na 
ss about me. It’s better that no one know embrace, I knew peace and contentment | on a sw; 
my sins and crimes.” at last. I knew that whatever happened, trumpet 
Diane was silent for a moment, then  [’d never be without love again. : 
Poems Wanted ¢: ii." cud softly, “I know, Wills.” THE END = ts 
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| ers & commercials. FREE EXAMINATION. Befor 
EMPIRE MUSIC PRODUCTION ings, his 
rin a Thoucht I'd C Back’ f= 
=n ever Thoug ome Back’ |'= 
criticize 
(Continued from Page 80) wasting 
interest 
out in a 
asm. He looked forward each morning to 1929, he moved to Jersey City from Lees | conduct. 
reading a new stack of mail. If there is burg, Ga., when he was 14. He sang i | quent m 
any one factor that he points to as helping church choirs and in junior and high school | Judgi 
him back to good health it is the loyalty studied commercial and fine art. His careet | Duke ay 
of his thousands of fans. “They were good at a fighter didn’t last long, for after 2 | drive to 
to me when I needed their help and I'll _ string of six wins, he gave up the ring. He | sill in j 
never forget them.” couldn’t stand the sight of blood—mostly | interest, 
But his friend and confidant. Bill Cook, his opponents’ blood, that is. slay in i 
as well as Dr. Lieberman insist that it was Within six months after colorful disk | We stay 
Roy’s own will to get well and perform jockey Cook found him singing in the} Accor 
again that pulled him through. Said the Caravan Club for $10 a night back im} has been 
®& doctor, “Roy’s recovery was miraculous.” 1953, the husky youngster had copped the} As he ex 
h i h Roy’s quick leap from a $5 a night Cash Box magazine’s most promising youné | paint ne 
e p your eart Jersey City, N. J. saloon singer to the singer award. challeng 
six-figure bracket is show business history. Shy and reserved, but personable, Roy's} cians in 
Born during the stock market crash of fame and fortune quickly skyrocketed} create f¢ 
SO 
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Manager Bill Cook became almost his alter 
ego, speaking for him, filling in when the 
young sensation had trouble expressing 
himself. 

Once during a one-nighter tour. Bill and 
Roy were at a cluttered South Carolina 
radio station. Hamilton sat patiently while 
the local dee jay interviewed Cook. and 
Cook talked about Roy’s latest hit. Finally 
the program engineer asked Hamilton if 
he didn’t get tired of Bill doing all the 
talking. In reply. Roy whispered “Shhh, 
he’s in the middle of my life story.” But 
their friendship is steadfast. 

Roy figures that being in the hospital 
for those months and out of show business 
for more than seven months has cost him 
$8,000 to $10,000 in hospital bills alone. 
In addition. he has lost over $500,000 in 
potential earnings that had already been 
arranged before his illness. and he has 
not even computed his fee for the doctors 
since he is still under 
to check with them at regular intervals. 

Platter spinners. fellow entertainers, 
newspaper columnists, television and radio 


their care and has 


personnel and his fans welcomed back the 
powerfully emotional singer. 

Epic Records got Hamilton’s comeback 
off to a big start by cutting an LP along 


with four singles. and had another batch 
slated be cut soon. Haltingly at first, 


he began one-night stands. Now he is back 
at the old pace. 

But Roy first revealed his comeback key 
in the first public appearance he made at 
a private party for the music trade press 
and disc jockeys at a swanky east side 
New York restaurant. Clad in a white 
jacket and tux pants, Roy entered the 
room. shook hands with some of the 50 
persons gathered. and started his big hit, 
Ebb Tide. From the first voluminous chord. 
his small audience knew his voice was the 
same. and he had lost none of the style 
which had catapulted him to the top. 

Roy told them: “During this last year 
in the hospital. I had a lot of time to think. 
I received so many cards and letters from 
people urging me to return that I felt 
I had to. That. and with my love for music, 
brought me back to show business.” 


THE END 





On The Records 


(Continued from 


taining listening. 

As in all his extended works, Ellington 
wrote “Sweet Thunder” to fit the individual 
characteristics of musicians in his band. 
His casting is as clever as his music. He has 
Paul Gonsalves’ tenor portraying Romeo to 
a Juliet phrased on Johnny Hodges’ alto. 
Ray Nance’s fiddle capers as Lady Macbeth 
ona swinging waltz. Clark Terry’s boppish 
trumpet is ideally spotted as clown Puck 
and high-flying trumpeter Cat Anderson 
blows up a storm as Hamlet flipping his lid. 

Before Ellington launched his new writ- 
ings, his pen had been silent in creating 
extended works practically from the time 
he composed the “Harlem” suite. Frequent- 
ly his inactivity caused jazz scholars to 
criticize him severely. Some blamed him for 
wasting talent. Others claimed he had lost 
interest in jazz. But Duke never once spoke 
out in answer to those who criticized his 
conduct. He simply waited until his elo- 
quent music could do his talking for him. 

Judging by his recent achievements, 
Duke apparently has lost none of his old 
drive to create. “The only reason we’re 
all in jazz.” he says. “is mainly an artistic 
interest. We're not one of those people who 
‘lay in it only so long as bus siness is good. 
We stay in it 52 weeks a year.” 

According to Ellington, writing always 
has been one challenge or another to him. 
As he explains it. it may be a challenge to 
paint new tonal pictures for his band, 
challenge to draw the best from his musi- 
cians in his writings or a challenge to 
treate forms never tried before in jazz. He 
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perhaps had the toughest challenge in his 
entire career when he tackled the task of 
adapting the Shakespearean classics to his 
music. But undoubtedly the challenge 
paid off handsomely for him in the ex- 
tended work that is now evoking new hon- 
ors for him in the jazz vernacular. 
SELECTED SINGLES 
HOT: Gil Bernal’s Tab, Rory And Rock, 
Rock/Take Me Back (Verve), with the sax- 
tooting vocalist making a strong pitch for 
the teenage trade on the coupling. Both 
sides rock in the patented r&r groove. Tab, 
Rory And Rock, Rock gets its title from 
three well-known male movie names and 
the gimmick should please the youngsters. 


Flip. however. may musically be the most 
appealing entry. 
COOL: Carmen McRae’s Rich Man, 


Poor Man/Coax Me (Decca), two polished 
performances by the _ progressive-styled 
songstress. singing tunes from legit scores. 
She is at her finest on Man, making witty 
music out of the song from Carefree Heart 
which themes that there’s more to life than 
money. Variety rates the side a “Best Bet” 
for heavy record sales. Coax, from the score 
of the Rumple show. is not as impressive as 
Man but it is good enough to attract some 
action in the dise marts. 


POP: Eddie Heywood’s All About You/ 
Lies (Victor). Employing the glittering 


piano style that made Canadian Sunset a 
smash. Eddie a couple 
which could give him another big hit. With 


the release 


swings along on 


the music swinging. certainly 


will satisfy the pianist’s vast following. 








eeee Do You Want 


A HEAD OF HAIR 
that looks LOVELIER LONGER 





QUICK DOUBLE ACTION 
with Bernel’s Hair Cream 


1. It's loaded with LANOLIN. Lubricates BRITTLE, 
BREAKING-OFF, SPLIT ENDS, ITCHY SCALP. 2. Won- 
derful thin hair, temple grooming — massaging aid. Small 
amount daily keeps HAIR SOFTER, GLOSSIER, 
LOVELIER LONGER. Adds beautiful 







highlights which is often the main attrac- 
tion of women with long lustrous hair. 
BERNEL’S HAIR CREAM has delight- 
ful odor, NON-GREASY EFFECT. For 
all types hair. 
MONEY BACK GUARANTEE. 
Regular size $1.00 

Large family size (6 oz.) $2.00 
Postage extra if C.O.D. 


NELSON'S COSMETICS bept.r-z, 


Box 104, G.P.0. New York 1,N.Y.__ 


SIMULATED DIAMOND LADIES’ 
ENGAGEMENT and WEDDING RINGS 
Only os of 2 vines 

You'll love these ring zs—the simulated 


ye look like a ‘‘million dol 
ae * and roue with many stones 





stage h rings. 
$2 cash with order we 
GUARANTEE: Wear 
If not pleased return 
° ite or yellow gold 
color effect or sterling silver mount- 
ings. HAREM CO. 
30 Church St., Dept. X-104, New York 7, N. Y- 


Both Rings for $1.98 








To Be Set To Music 
Send one or more of your best poems 
today for FREE EXAMINATION. Any 
Subject. Immediate Consideration. 
Phonograph Records Made 


CROWN MUSIC CO., 49 W. 32St. Studio 769, New York 1 
TREE 

















g LEARN UPHOLSTERY 


in your spare time 
run your own 


business AT HOME 


BE YOUR 
OWN BOSS 


more from the 
Set up your own 
profitable business AT HOME. Enjoy 
independence in boom- 











i717: 
BOOK 


SAMPLE 






LESSON steady income, 
Sanaa ing Custom Furniture Upholstery. 
WITH COURSE Right = you start anes ate 
‘ tools, complete frames, abrics, anc 
Yo" MAKE materials, included FREE. Learn pro- 
fessional custom upholstery, reuphol 
stery, furniture finishing, repairs. 


window 
draperies 
in spare 


Make se slip covers, 
-ushions and 

EARN WHILE YOU LEARN, 
time. . . the UTS easy way 
FREE Iilustrated Book—Sample Lesson 

Get ready for well-paid job, big 
profits as your own boss, running your 
own business. Write today for FREE 
Book with sample lesson. No obligation 
—Training in N. , a 
able. APPROVED ‘FOR VETERANS 
UPHOLSTERY TRADES SCHOOL 


Dept. GB-101-10, 721 B’way, N. Y. 3 
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New Apple Treats | 


(Continued from Page 43) 


$92. i. HOUR 


IN A DAY “It is a pleasure to 
j 


« ; sell Blair Products. Place 2 cups biscuit mix in a bowl. Mix 1 ¢ 
andi started to ell I have made up to | % cup sd add to biscuit mix. Knead on ff 
— pape Plt pe | $12.00 in an hour and board until smooth. Roll out in rectangle, 
10D in caeraua lave as much as $25.00 in dough with 3 cups chopped apples. Combine 

sugar, 1} tsps, cinnamon. Sprinkle over ap 


Glazed Apple Roll-Ups 


IN A DAY 


“*I am a part -time Blair 
Dealer and have 175 satis- 
fied customers. I have 


made $31 85 in day and] | - 
have been able to pay | debt. I’ve made $20. 


bills I owed. about 225 customers.’’ a day.” 


Rev. T. M. Gibson, Ga. 
Exceptional Blair Dealer 











Mrs. Georgia Thomas, Mich. 
Exceptional Blair Dealer 


J. H. Ruffin, Ohio 
Exceptional Blair Dealer 





Mail Coupon for 5 Products Sent You for 





— 


RETAIL VALUE OF PRODUCTS $4.35 
PLUS CATALOG, SAMPLE ail Coupon TODAY for 


roducts Sent 


CASE, PROFIT PLANS... poten TRIAL! 


r 
BLAIR, Dept. 14BC, Lynchburg, Va. 


FREE 
TRIAL 


SEND NO MONEY! 


You can be just as happy and successful as the 
exceptional Blair Dealers above —and I'll help 
you prove it for yourself! I'll send youa val- 
uable Kit filled with full-sized Blair Quality 
Products worth $4.35, retail value, selected from 
the vast Blair Line of over 200 important house- 
hold products (Flavorings, Foods, Cosmetics, 
etc.) every home needs and uses every day of 
the year. Show friends, neighbors and relatives 
in full time or spare time, and you see how 
quickly they order from you. YOU MAKE 
BIG PROFITS on everything you sell. 


ase rush Full-Size Blair Quality Products for FREE MAIL COUPON NOW FOR FULL-SIZEPRODUCTS 


AL, plus Catalog and Money-Making Plans. 


<-- lat we shour ye! 


ec meee ee eee 


&) HOW TO SPEAK AND WRITE 
LIKE A COLLEGE GRADUATE 


helped thousands of men and women who have not 

fege training in English to become effective speakers, 

onversationalists. With my new C. I. METHOD, 

p making mistakes, build up your vocabulary, 

eading, develop writing skill, learn the “secrets” 

sation. You don't have to go back to school. Takes 

tes a day at home. Costs little. 32-page booklet 

EER upon request. Send mea card or letter TODAY! 
Don Bolander, Career Institute 

1402 25 East Jackson, Chicago 4, Illinois 


ail me your FREE 32-page booklet on English. 





Shrinks Hemorrhoids 
New Way Without Surgery 


Science Finds Healing Substance That 
Relieves Pain—Shrinks Hemorrhoids 
the first time science has found a 
healing substance with the astonishing 
to shrink hemorrhoids and to relieve 
without surgery. 
ease after case, while gently relieving 
actual reduction (shrinkage) took 


t amazing of all — results were so 
igh that sufferers made astonishing 
ents like “Piles have ceased to be a 


secret is a new healing substance 

/yne*)—discovery of a world-famous 

h institute. 

substance is now available in sup- 

y or ointment form under the name 
tion H.* Ask for it at all drug count- 
ey back guarantee, ‘Reg. U.S. Pat. Off. 





SEND NO MONEY! Simply paste coupon on 
2c postcard or mail in an envelope. We'll rush 
$4.35 worth of valuable full-size products for 
FREE TRIAL, plus big FREE Catalog of en- 
tire big-profit Line of Home Necessities, and 
complete Money-Making Plans. No experience 
necessary. Mail Coupon NOW ! 


BLAIR, Dept. 14BC, Lynchburg, Va. 





I'll Send You This Handsome 


SAMPLE REF 








$3000 DAY! 


You can make plenty of EXTRA CASH for yourself, 
in spare time or full time, with this big, valuable, 
FREE tailoring Sample Case packed with 100 beau- 
tiful, big-value suit and overcoat samples. Just show 
the samples and last-minute styles to friends, fellow- 
workers, others. Take their orders for fine made-to- 
measure clothes—and pocket BIG CASH PROFITS 
in advance. No experience, no tailoring knowledge 
needed—and no money needed, ever. We supply every- 
thing FREE—sample case, sample suitings, equip- 
ment, instructions. Start making money first day! 
Your Personal Suits without 1¢ Cost! 
When men see the fine fit, quality and value of our suits— 
THEY ORDER! So we make it easy for you to get your 
own personal suits and overcoats without paying even 
one penny. Don't wait! Rush the coupon below with your 
name, address, and age for your FREE SAMPLE 
CASE—Today! 

STONE-FIELD CORP., Dept. U-964 
532 S. Throop Street e Chicago 7, Ul. 
paella leeleel leet eaten | 
'STONE-FIELD CORP., Dept. U-964 : 
1532 S. Throop Street, Chicago 7, Illinois ; 
i Please rush ABSOLUTELY FREE the valuable Sample, 
Case with suit fabrics and style display. Include in- 
(structions, money-making plans and details for getting # 
tmy own suits without paying one cent. i 
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up like Jelly roll and cut in 1%-inch slices, 
slices in layer cake pan, cut side up, and } 
minutes in 450°F. oven, Combine 1 cup brown 
1 tbsp. cornstarch, 1 tsp. cinnamon, dash of 
2 thsps. vinegar, 4 cup water. Boil 5 minutes, 
I thsp. butter. Pour over slices. Reduce heat to 
Bake 15 mins. 


Tavern Baked Apples 


Combine 1-lb. can corned beef hash with \{ cup 

mix well. Divide hash into 4 equal portions and 

into balls. Core 4 large apples; do not pare. Cut 
sixths. Press wedges into hash balls. Set on rad 
baking pan over hot water. Bake in moderate H( 
375°F., about 40 minutes, or until apples are te 

Top each with spoonful of chutney. 


Apple Candy - 


Core and pare 8 medium apples; cut in small j 
{dd ‘4 cup cold water, Cook until tender. Put 
food mill or sieve. Add 2 cups light brown sugar, 
over low heat until thick, stirring constantly. 
envelopes unflavored gelatine in ‘4 cup cold 
add to hot apple mixture; stir until dissolved, 
until slightly thickened; stir in 1 cup chopped 
and 1 tbsp. lemon juice. Pour into square pan toa le 
of about ‘%-inch. Chill thoroughly. Cut into sq 
Combine '%2 cup powdered sugar and 1 tbsp, ‘9 
starch, Roll squares in this mixture. 4 


Fried Apples with Chicken, Cream G 


Select 6 to 8 firm red apples. Wash and core, andeé 
6 to 8 slices. Place in skillet over a low flame, 4 
butter or bacon fat. When butter is melted, add 
slices and brown slightly on both sides. Cover a 
simmer for 10-15 minutes until tender, Sprinkle 
bit of nutmeg and sugar. Serve with crisp fried chie 
and cream gravy. 


Autumn Apple Bread 


Cream ‘4 cup shortening and 7% cup sugar until 
and fluffy. Mix in 2 well beaten eggs. Sift tog 
2 cups flour, 1 tsp. baking powder, 1 tsp. baking 

I tsp. salt; add alternately with 2 cups coarsely 
raw apple, to egg mixture. Stir in 1 tbsp. grated 
peel and %% cup chopped walnuts. (Batter will be 
Bake in greased and floured loaf pan, 8x5x2 inches 
moderate oven (350°F.) 50 to 60 minutes. Slice 
cold. 


French Apple Pudding 
Beat 4 egg yolks until thick and lemon-colored. 4 
1 grated lemon peel and juice; stir in 2 cups swe 
applesauce. Beat 4 egg whites until stiff; add 41 
salt and \% cup sugar, beating constantly. Fi 
whites into applesauce mixture. Turn into ca 
in pan of water and bake in moderate oven, 
about 45 minutes, or until set. Cool. Serve with 
sweetened whipped cream. Makes 6 to 8 servings. 


Baked Apples Alaska 


Core 4 large baking apples. Fill centers with I 
marrons glace and syrup. Bake at 350°F., 30 @ 
minutes or until apples are tender. Chill. Beat 2 
whites until stiff but not dry; add '4 cup sugar gradue 
beating constantly. Swirl high on apples. Ba 
oven, 450°F., 3 to 5 minutes, until meringue is § 
brown. Serve at once. Makes 4 servings. 4 


Baked Apples with Lemon Sauce ~ 


Core 5 apples and fill each apple with 2 tbsps. 
meat and 2 thsps. chopped orange. Cream }2 cup. 
gradually add % cup sugar and 1 beaten egg. F0 
3 thsps. water and 3 thsps. lemon juice and grat 
Pour over apples and bake at 350°F, about 40 mu 
until apples are done. Serve with sauce and garnish 
slices of lemon. 





